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PREFACE 


At firſt defign'd this Play ſbou d have Viſited the World 
1 without a Godfather, or a Guardian, an Epiſtle Dedi- 
catory, or a Preface: Not that I Preſum'd it did not 
want both, but I was willing to make a Sacrifice of 
it to my Good Friends the Critics, as the Indians give one. 
Child in three to the Devil, to ſave the reſt. But an un- 
reaſonable Aſperſion has been raisd by ſome, as if I deſign d 
in the following Scenes to ill Treat, and throw Scandal on 
the Honourable Profeſſion of the Law; in which I was E- 
ducated, and for which 1 ſhall always hade a dutiful Re- 
gard. If thoſe Gentlemen give themſelves the Trouble to 
read the Play, and conſider the Characters, and the Place, 
they will find a wide Difference between the L awyers at 
Weſtminſter-Hall, and thoſe toſs'd over the Bar, and tran- 
ſported for common Barretry. Pettyfoggers have been always 
the common Whipſtecks of the Drama, and I thought I might 
innocently enough come in for one Laſh in Madagaſcar. 4 
Fooliſh Fudge is a Foil to aWiſe one, and a good Lawyer is 
 diftinguiſ#'d by thoſe beneath him in Parts or Probity. As 
for the Play, I can't without Ingratitude confeſs, I had 
Fuſtice done me in the Action; indeed I think thoſe Gentle- .- 
men, who are honour'd with their Names in the Royal Li- 
| | K 22 6 cence, 


The PREFACE. 


cence, behave themſelves worthy the Favour they Receive ; 
1hey have at great Expence given the Engliſh Stage a 
Propriety and Elegance it mever knew before, and added to 
the Beauties of ihe Poet the juſt Decorations of the Scene 
in order tu this they have within themſelves Incourag d the 
Diligent, and Diſcountenanc'd the Idle; They have indea- 
vour'd, by the beſt Copies from the beſt Authors, to revive in 
us a Tafle for Tragedy; but I doubt we are not reform d e- 
noug h, nor they rich enough, yet to purchaſe it. As to the 
Incouragement they give thoſe Gentlemen who write, I ant 
an Injlance, No body who has the leaſt Claim to Merit 
ean want it; but this City abounds with Dramatic Au- 
thors : Were you, my Benevolent Reader, to behold what 
| Reams of Paper are yearly ſcraul d within this Witty Me- 
tropolis, in order to produce Scenical Monſters, you wou d- 
think the whole Town were turn'd Playwrights, 


—— Populus calet uno 
Scribendi Studio 


'Tis flrange! No Body preſumes to Curl Wigs, Cut Shoes, or 
Shape à Coat, but thoſe honeſt Creatures who are bred to it, 


Scribimus indocti doctique Poëmata paſſim. 


Mell, tis the Vice of the Age; Children urite Satyr while 
the Mothers Milk is on their Lips, and the Citizens ere long 
muft oblige their Apprentices from Playmaking, as well as 
Gaming, within their Indentures. Theſe muſt be deny'd the 
Liberty of abuſing the Stage; and none ſo Angry, none ſo 
Noiſy, as Children and Fools when they are refus'd doing 


them- 


i FF REP A UC E 

* themſelves a Miſchief ; no Wonder then if he who hath 
the Regulation of the Stage in this Affair does not want E- 
nemies. No Body who has not immediate Opportunity to 
know it, will imagine the Oeconomy that is requiſite in the 
Management of a Theatre: This Mr. Wilks gives both Life 
and Being to, and adds to the beſt Capacity an Unweary d 
Application to his Buſineſs. But not to detain you any lon- 
ger, Reader, Now I have had a Word or two with you at 
the Door, I muſt defire you to look in, and view the Building ; 
tis not deſign'd from a perfe Model, nor intended to give 
Pleaſure or Pain to any but thoſe who are willing to re- 
ceive it. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. Wilks. 


N ancient Days, when Poetry was young, . 
She ſung her Labours to the vulgar Throng, 
Artleſs and unattir'd from Door to Door © 
The Goddeſs wander d, innocent and poor. 
In Magick Verſe her moving Fable dreſs'd, 
And the rude World, at once both taught and pleas'd. 
When that old Bard appear d, whoſe Verſe with Time 
Keeps Pace, but never will decay like him; 
Tet Homer,tho' immortal were his Lays, 
In that dark Age ſcarce got him Bread and Praiſe. 
At length the Stage of Athens rais'd her Head, 
 #ith grateful Foy receiv'd the virtuous Maid, 
And call her Daughter Muſick to ber Aid. 
Theſe beauteaus Painting jcin d, and the gay Scene 
Gave new Delight, the Pencil grac d the Pen. 
Nou they unite to pleaſe our Reaſon's Taſte, 
And with immortal Food the raviſb d Fancy feaſt, 
By them dead Worth revives, old Heroes Riſe, 
And with diſſembled Grief, give real Foys. 
' Without the Toil the diſtant World you ſee, 
And view all. Nature in Epitome--- = 
This Stage has long with bome=bred Fops been cloy d, 
And ev'ry ſhining Coxcomb here enjoy'd : 
Our Author, therefore, willing to delight, 
Begs Leave---t'import a Fool or two to Night; 
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PROLOGUE 


_ While young remov'd to Aﬀrick's warmeſt Bed 

. Tranſplanted Slips of the true Engliſh Breed. 
Then ͥ ͤ¶ hen our Muſick bids the Curtain riſe, 
And ſhows the ſhadow'd Landskip to your Eyes, 

| Let powerful Fancy your weak Faith beguile, 

Believe your ſelves in Madagaſcar's Iſle. 
Behold the Men and Manners of the Place, 
Well make your Paſſage eaſie croſs the Seas: 
The Curtain in three Hours, will drop again, 
And ſet you——ſafely doun in Drury-Lane. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


RVIRAGUS, King of the Iſland of u. „, 
St. Laurence, or Madagaſcar. Mr. Booth, LIN 


Aranes, an Omrah in Zaida's Train, Mr. Wilks. 
Boreal, Admiral to Arviragus> Mr. Mills. 
De Sale, Lieutenant to Arviragus. Mr. Keen. 
Richards, Captain of the Guards, Mr. Cory. 
Piracquo, De Sale's Creature. Mr. Husband, 
Sir Gaudy Tulip, Maſter of the Ceremonies. Mr. Pinkethman, 
. Chicane, a broken Lawyer. | Mr. Norris. 
Follyboy,” Treaſurer to Arviragus. Mr. Leigh. 
Fudge Bull, . Mr. Bullock, Sen. 
Serjeant Dolt. Mr. Bullock, Jun. 
Counſellor Smooth. . 
. IS | 
Porpot Oy . 
$h 247 0 | Mobb: 
Cods head, 


WOMEN. 


| Eaida, dureng gebe s Grandaughter, contracted B he 
| to, and in love with Aranes. . F Mrs. Porter, 
Semanthe, her chicf Attendant. Mrs. Co. 
Lydia, Piracquo's Wife. Mrs. Spiller. 
Lesbia, Tulip's Wike. | Mrs, Sanders. 
8. Shot: Attendants, Guards, &c. 


. - SCENE the Gry of St. Laurence in the 
1 Hand of Madegaſcar. 
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Succeſsful Pyrate. 


ACTI SCENE I 
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SC E NE the Port of Laurentia, Ships in the Harbour, 
and a fine Country in projet. 


Enter Piracquo and Boreal. 


HAT, always preaching Sedition? 
Pir. But hear me, good Admire 
Bor. Such diſquiet Spirits as you are the Bane 
of Government, the Wens of the Body Aa ing and ſhould be 
cut off, to preſerve its Health and Beauty. 8 
Pir. I ſay this Aruiragus, who rules our fruitful land, kris 
been a Pyrate I hope tis not Treaſon to ſpeak Truth. 


Bor. No, you know it} is not; his Fault, his only Fav'r 
Mercy: If it were Treaſon, you would pin your Tongue w 
in the Portcullice of your Teeth, and not dare to muttcr 
Accent, but burſt with your own JO - 
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2 The Succeſsful Pyrate. 


Pir. You miſconceive me; I love the Man, and therefore 
ſhou'd be glad to hear his Virtues. 

Bor. Don't 1 ſee all your Blood turn to Gall, and a ſqualid 
Paleneſs overſpread your Face while I praiſe him; but you (hall 
hear his Story, becauſe I know *tis the greateſt Torture I can 
give you. — | | 

P:r, Come on, Sir; I'll oppoſe you with his Faults : Is he 
not extremely violent, and intemperate in his Deſires ? 

Bor. Cranted: A Hero ſhou'd be ſo; that immoderate Deſire 
of Power, that unquenchable Appetite of Rule, has been long 
dignify*d by the Slaves of Tyrants with the Name of Virtue ; 
but he is no Tyrant, therefore tis Virtue in him to deſire Power. 


Arviragus is a Briton, he was my Fellow-Subjet—— Now he 


1s my Prince His Country, his Friend and his Miſtreſs, in 
his Youth, all us'd him with the utmoſt Ingratirgde, for the 
moſt faithful Service | 

Pir. Nay, nay ; what, always repeating the ſame Tale, hum- 
ming the ſame dull Tune—— 


Bor. You ſhall hear it, tho* you waſte a Drachm a Word 


He commanded a Firc- ſhip in the Dutch Wars, I was bis Lieu- 
tenant : I ſaw the Boy, for then he was no more, intrepid in 
the midſt of Fire——— Yes, I ſaw him all in Flames grapple 
the tall ſtout Hollander In vain her miſſive Lead and Iron 
Deaths hiſs'd round us; the Showers of fatal Hail flew thick, 
and pterc'd our burning Canvas Board and Board we lay, 
he was the firſt and laft in Danger 
up, the dreadful Shock in a tumultugus Eddy whirl'd the Waves, 
and almoſt overſet our Long-Boat. _ 553 

Pir. Well, he dares fight ; we know he loves Danger, fo 
does a Bull- Dog and a hatch'd Egg Are not you a little yain, 
Old Gentleman, of the Feats of your Youth ? Ha! 2 

Hor. I am, I glory in it; hadſt thou been there, thy Soul 


-wov'd have gone out, like a Taper in a damp Vault, with the 


Sweat of thy own Fears— Well, Sir, he return'd, and as the 

Reward of his Gallantry, he was broke, and made incapable 
ever ſerving more— | 

Pir. No, no, there you are out— that was for caning his 

1uperior Officer, who refuſed to fight him. 


Bor. 


4 


at 


We faw em both blow - 
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Bor. Right! He call'd a Coward by his proper Name, and 
beat him to prove it— Well, to add to this grateſul Return, 
he found his Friend had entirely deny'd his Truſt, had cheated 
him of his Eſtate, and was marry d to his Miſtreſs— [I've heard 
him call that Fellow Villain— but he forgives the Woman, for 
he is a perfect Maſter of Gallantry as well as Courage l think 
his Friend's Name was Mavoli. 
. Orr. He ſtings me to the Soul. O curſed Fortune, to throw 
me on this hated Shore, on this abhorr'd Iſland, where Arvira- 
gus is Lord. x [ 1/ide, 
Bor. Thus fpighted at this World, he ſought a new one, 
declared War upon Mankind, renounc'd the Rights he was born 
to as a Member of Society, and fixt himſelf here on his own pro- 
per Baſis, which how well he has maintain'd, be this fair Iſland, 
of which he is ſole Monarch, my Evidence 
Pir. Nay, nay, tell thy Tale out, Man ; you ſee I keep my 
Complexion; the Indian Expedition. OY 4 
Bor. There he was ſhipwreck'd, there he fell in Love, and 
marry d the * Zelmane, an Omrab's Daughter; by her he 
had a Son-, Te heard him oft lament his leaving him, and 
threaten to make a Voyage on purpole to retrieve him, and ſet- 
tle him here his Succeſſor ; that is the utmoſt Scope his Deſires 
now ſeem to aim at. 
Pir. Notwithſtanding all you have ſaid, he is ſtill only an 
_ overgrown Thiekt— 
Bor. Ha, ha! Prithee Clod, whence ſprung all your Demi- 
gods? What was the Divine Son of Ammon! What was Ju- 
ug? What have their Purple Deſcendants been? I laugh to 
ſee a Scepter'd Robber at the Head of a Hundred Thouſand, 
truſs up a poor Caitiff as an Example to the reſt of his Brother- 
Theives, for ſtealing two Eggs out of Form, while he is burn- 
ing Citics, ravaging Countries, and depopulating Nations. 
Pir. Wou'd you have all demand a Right to all, as Savages 
in the ſimple State of Nature? Hah ! 95 


* 


Bor. Why, the worſt you Hypocrites of Order can ſay 2 


and I think tis to his immortal Honour is, that he has leapt 

the Pale of Cuſtom, and is a Royal Out-law ;' he has erected 
himſilf a Throne, ay, and in the Hearts of his People too; 
reducdBarbarians— Romulus * made a God for this; ver, 


therefore he is only ſtudy'd in Tea-Tables,, Women, 


py Void. 


\. a Covent- Garden Madona, whom he for twenty Vears together 


4 The Succeſsful Pyrate. l 
and what I think more glorious yet, bound and cemented by 
civil Laws a Race of Vagabonds, the Out- caſts of the Earth; 


and thou art one of em, but a malignant Knaye, that wou'd 


breed Faction in Hell, rather than want Employment. 
Pir. Nay, now you loſe all Temper. | 
Bor. Are not you a Coward? | 
Pir. Is a Coward then, brave Sir, a Whet-ſtone? a 
Bor. Ay, for he ſets an Edge on another, without being 
able to cut himſelf I forgive you now, take Warning tho, 
and preach no more Faction to the Mob —— ²U | 
Pir. The Mob---very good, in my Opinion, there are no De- 
grees of Compariſon here—Tell me now with Temper, is there 
one among us you ever ſpoke well of? 5 
Bor. Breauſe you are all Sheep in Foxes Skins I never rail 


at Rogues, but Fools—your halt-fac'd Villains, who paint but 


one Side — Now to hear a thing like thee make Pretences to 
Knavery 27 ES AMS mpeg 7 
Pir. You can't heat me, Admiral, I pity you, I know you 
rail by Complexion, as Jollyboy our Trea is always mer- 
ry, you are always angry; yet neither can you help your Sour- 
nels, nor he his good Humour tis Conſtitution — Who's 
that comes this Way? Oh, Sir Gandy Tulip, the Maſter of our 
Ceremonies ——— „ 
Bor. Yes, I like him, that Fellow is no Hypocrite, his Ge- 
nius always lay to Trifles, and he has all his Life indulg'd it, 
| hina, 
and Snuff. boxes; his Age indeed ſometimes afflicts him, and 
he dreads the Glaſs he us d to doat oc. 
Pr. Oh, the Head of an old Beau is feldom long difcom- 
pos d; tis a ſort of Ever- green, and, like your Box and Holly, 
flouriſhes in Winter. | 
Bor. That Scull of his is indeed a ligh 


rfome Garret, a lap- 


Pir. How came he here? A Beau in an Iſland filld with Sai- 


lors and Pyrates ? 


Bor. VII tell you: Tulip had an Intreague in his Youth with 


-miſtook for a Dutcheſs, *cill, as it fometimes happens inThefe 
Caſes, his Miftreſs and his Eſtate took their Leave of him to- 


gether; when finding the Secret, and that his Credit in old 


— ng — 
1 


"England had given 


| of Starch and Taylors, it hall be Fellony co wear foul 


' De VHOM- . I 


5 up the laſt Gaſp, he wiſcly projected to 
tranſport himſelf, with a Cargo of Eſſence, Snuff and Powder, 
to the Weſt Indies, and there marry for Subſi ſtance; but the 
Ship was taken by Arviragus, and Tulip thus happily preferr'd, 
to the only thing on Earth he cou'd deſire, or deſerye———— 


= 37 is 
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Tul. Lord Admiral, your moſt Obedicnt—Pjracque yours 

Pir. Health, and eternal Beauty, worthy Knight. 

Bor. Ah, ſupple thy Back, dear Sir Gaudy, it creaks like an 
old Door, that turns upon a ruſty Hinge Spare thy Com- 
plements, and thy Chine, thou worthy Son of Musk and Civet — 
Tul. Ha! Tart as a Barberry; ever ſmart upon your Friends, 
but *tis the Token of your Eſteem. | 

Pir. You muſt bear with him, my ſoft Knight--he is a whole- 
ſome Sour, I ; 

Tal. Ay, a fort of Sauce to Company, call'd a $-vi/ Orange, 
that's good, | | 
. Pir. And you are the Veal to his Orange: Now Sir Gaudvy. 

Tul. Ha, ha, good again! I'd give a thouſand Dollars my 
Set of Foreteeth were arriv'd, that I might have the Privilege 


of laughing aloud at my own Jokes 


Pir. I think you loft cm in the Service of your Wit. 


Bor. A Dutch Boatſwain knock d em war) far railing againſt 
his Whiskers. 2 3 


Tul. Ay, the Tarr was choleric, unbound my Gums, and 1 
never made a biting Jeſt ſince - the Fellow tho, bating his 


* 


| Whiskers, was otherwiſe an honeſt Water. Rat. 


oy 1 | | TP In- | I H 
Bor. Why, can't a Man have moral "Honeltyy and wear 
PEEL ”\ v rx 8 we 


 Whiskers? 


Tal. That is doubtful; for why ſhotfd a Fellow whois not 


naturally barb'rous deſire to look like the SAardcen's Head f But 
11 meddle no more in't, Admiral, till I have Laws made to 
f 5 eren ene nr 4 N $2 
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Hor. Thou ſhalt be aided by the Civil Power; well have all 
our Girls bred Sempſtreſfes, and our Boys Barbers. 


Tul. III have a Statute made to encourage the Importation 
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£7 TRUE rale. 
and High-Treaſon to ſmoak Tobacco; what is that nauſeous 
Weed good for? | VT Hee Ra 
Bor. Why, it digeſts our Thoughts, and our Dinner s. 
Tul. Ha! then we may know when the Meat is a boiling by 
the Smoak in the Chimney Look ee lll draw up a Remonſtrance, 
and repreſent the State of this Iſland to our King Ar viragus, 
for whatever you miy imagine, your Country is inhabited on- 
ly, not peopled; you cover your Nakedneſs, but you don't dreſs; 
you talk, but you can't converſe; you devour, but you never 
taſte; and you make Love, as you dine, without Ceremony; 
ſo that your Tables, your Cloaths, your Company, and your 
Miſtreſſes are Wholly Inelegant; in ſhort, you only hate Naſti- 
neſs, juſt enough to forbear eating one another. : 
Bor. And you'll turn a Nation of Tatrs into Beaus; do you 4 
inyent your own Faſhions, or keep a Correſpondence with the 3 
poliſh'd World? | 
Tul. At preſent I am oblig'd to Europe, and I find by our 
lateſt Advices from England They wear fring'd Gloves there. 


_ 


Euter] ollyboy: 


Joll. New, News, my Boys of Mettle, my Lads of Oak, 
and Canvas, there's a Sail brought in worth an Empire's Ran- 
ſom Women and Gold Boys, Plenty of both. the only 
two valuable Bleflings of Liſc are arriy'd in Laurentia, and land- 


ing thie Ninute. | | fc 
Bor. Of what Country? Where taken? When thy Joy will 0 
permit thee, give us the Particulars. 83 3 
_ . Foil. Of India, the Ship was found busking on the Seas, n 


without a Maſt or Rudder — There's ſuch a Blaze of Jew- 
_ Beauty, Gold- | | 
Tul. As have extinguiſh'd the Eyes of thy Underſtandin 
be brief and plain. e F 5 F | " 
FJoll. The Grand- daughter of the Great Mogul is taken, with 


her whole Dow'r and Train: She was, it ſeems, contracted to : 
the King of Perſia; this Ship was tranſporting her, but For- | | 
tune has conyey'd it, and her, and all, to the Arms of her dear 
Favourite Arviragus; Arviragus reſolves immediately to view 
the Priſoners, and make an equal Diſtribution of the Spoils; 


** 
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the Princeſs likes me before any Man in the Iſland 


calls, I have no Time to loſe in Words 


be Succeſsful Pyrate. 


you are commanded to Range em all in order in the Palace. 


[ To Tulip. 
Tul. T'll be there in a Moment; now will I hold fix to four, 


do I look to Day, Boreal ? 

Bor. Why, when you grin thus, your tann'd Countenance 
looks like the Head of a roaſted Rabbit. 

Tulip. He, he, ha! let me be bit by a big-belly'd Woman 
that long d for it, if you are not very facetious; but Buſineſs 
Gentlemen. your | 
moſt Obedient, and moſt Faithful Humble Servant. [Zx. 

Foll. You are likewiſe commanded to attend in Council. Exit. 
Bor. III follow you. Fortune, who governs with Caprice her 
darling Children, and daſhes her beſt Gifts with Gall, is con- 
ſtant only to Arviragus; ſhe heaps her Favours on him, loads 
him with her Bleſſings; for every Rifing-Sun ſmiles with ſome 


new Addition to his Wealth and Glory. [ Exit. 


SCENE Changes to the Inſide of the Palace: Enter on one 
fide two or three Omrah's and other Men Captives: And at 
the upper End of the Stage, Alvarez and Atanes: On the 
other fide Morulla, Mariaua, Lesbia, Lydia, Semanthe, and 
Zayda, all veil'd; and Tulip buſily 22 ing them in Order. 


Tul. Sir, you'll infinitely oblige me, if you'll move one Step 
forward ſo, there Madam ——Diametrically oppolite to that 
Gentleman; a little more to the Right, dear Sir, for we muft 
form a Semicircle with an opening at each end, that the King 
may more conveniently make his Choice as he paſſes thro it. 

[ Ranging the Priſoners on each fide. 

Aran. I have my Wiſh, Alvares. 

Alu. What With, my Lord ? 

Aran. Theſe Chains. 

Alu. I underſtand you not. 

Aran. We twearely kneel, and pray for Curſes; ; 

How often have I askt, with fervent Vows, 

That Heav'n wou'd make my Fortune equal Zaids. 5 
Behold us in Captivity the ſame. . | - [ Pointing to Zaida. 
Behold that Royal Maid, whom Yeſter Sun | 
Confeſt the Brighteſt Jewel of his Eaſt, - 


Tho' there, with Beams condens d, he labours Light, 


And pens Drops of cverlaſtivg Day, . A 5 


HO Y 
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A Dau ohter of Imperial Aureng gebe, 
The Captive of a Pyrate oh Alvares! 
Error and Fortune rule us. 
— Au. Worth in Diſtreſs, like a high riſing Spire, 
Is nearer to the Gods, the leſs it looks | 
To mortal Eyes ———- 
My Lord, the Valiant are in Battel we d, 
N Adverſity i 18 Virtue's glor! ous War, 
And when the Mind, ſtill preſent to her ſelf, 
Stands unaſailable theſe Shocks of Chance, 
She darts Immortal to the Realms of Light, 
And triumphs over Fortune, and the Grave. 
Aran. *T'is true, Alvarez, Heav'n has ſavd my Love, 
Fom Perſias Arms- yes this Captivity 
May prove a Bleſſing, if thoſe blisful Powers 
Guard us; if ſuffering Virtue be their Care, 
Zai da is ſome Fair Angel's ſpecial Charge. 
Tulip. [who has been all this while ordering the Priſoners, 
bowing tothe Princeſs, ſpeaks to the Lady next her. | Moſt Beauti- 
ful, let me, in the moſt obliging manner, beſeech you to retire one 
half Stepzyou obſcure the Princeſs; dear Creature, let the Sun 
ſhine——Ladies, Ladies, for the love 'of Order, ſtand back, the King 
bas his Choice, tis true; yet but one of you can fall to his ſhare ; 
1 There can be but one Queen, and ſhe, who commands all 
3 Hearts and Eyes, has by Nature a Title to Empire; and he muſt 
. de a Traytor to Love and common Senſe, who does not acknow- 
| ledge the moſt Illuſtrious Zayda——tho' I muſt ſigh my Life a- 


way in vain os — ſound. 
But Hark our Sovereign appears. 


8 
1 
V 
I 
1 
Z 
] 
1 
\ 
N 
1 
I 
1 


S 


Enter A De Sale, four Gentleman, Trumpets P MEE? &c. 2 


 Arv. De Sale, the Spoils are truly rich and noble; 
What is the common Sailor's Dividend? 
D. Sale. To each particular Head five thouſand Dollars. 4 
Arv. Let 'em be paid without Delay or Fee: {To Folly. 
Your Life ſhall anſwer for a Doit detain 'd 
From any private Man 
I'll have no Greaſie Drones of Civil Power, 


5 * Fat with the — of mn, and of Orphans, 


Spunge 


\ 
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Spunge like, to ſuck the Blood of the poor Soldiers / 
D. Sale. Therefore they pay Obedience for Protection; 
Therefore they love and fear you. 
Arv. Have they not rang d the Globe to ſerve my Cauſe; 
With me they made a Circle round this World, 
Diſclaim'd Relation, Country, Friendſhip, Fame, 
They toil'd, they bled, they burnt, they froze, they ſtarv'd 
Each Element, 45 all Mankind their Foe, 
Familiar to their Eyes ſaw horrid Death, 


In every Climate, and in every Shape, 


When, 1n this Iſle; our ſhatter'd Barks found Reſt, 


With Univerſal Voice they call'd me King. 


And when th'Oppreflor laughs, when Right and Wrong 
Intangled lye in Law; while Wealth is Judge, 

When Merit begs deſpis'd ; while Juſtice ſleeps, 

Or winks for Bribes, unpuniſh! d, may I fall, 

Like ſome o'erweening Tyrant; who believes 


. Himſelf a Law, and Governs by his Luft. | 
Aran. He talks.this well, Atvares, what's all this [To Alv. 


But Rapine and Injuſtice Are we then 
By right his Slaves;——Inſolent, haughty Pyrate. 

Atv. We're now within his Powers tis therefore rafh 
And reaſonleſs, my Lord, thus to provoke” him; 
See, he obſerves us. | 

Arv. What's he, De Sale, who furls his youthful Bron, 
Impatient of his Fate His manly Arms 
Embrace himſelf, his Eyes are fixt on Earth, 
Behold the fluſhing Blood bounds o'er his Face, WHO. 
And with a generous Pride difclaims his Chains, 1 2 DOA 
Unbroke to Serv itude, the ſtubborn Bo BEE NT 


Seems better to deſpiſe, than bear his Fortune; 
Know you his Name or Quality? bs de Sale, 


D. Sale. Aranes is his Name; his Followers oY 
His Birth is Noble —— Mighty Aurengacbh 0 {5 
Choſs him the firſt Attendant of Biight Zaids 
 Arv. 1 have been taught, voung Mat, by vitdous: Fe 


[ Coming forwards fo Aranes | 


To aſe my Power wich Mercy: here no Slaves 


Is Barb Tus Triumph grace the Vigor s Wheels: 1 15 e 
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Unmanacle his Hands; be free; if here | They unchain him, 


— He ſays he's juſt; ll throw me at his Feet, 


You will reſide, you ſhall have Means, and Honours, 

Juſtly proportion d to your Worth and Virtue , 

And, if there be a Mirror in the World 

Worthy to hold Mens Eyes, tis our Laurentia; 

But if the Love of your own Native Soil | 

Delights you more, you ſhall have Conduct Home. 

Aran. I thank you, Sir; you ſhew a worthy Mind; 

You've found the Means to make me more your Slave; 

Lou know that Gratitude, to a large Heart, 

Is a much ſtronger Bond, than Links of Iron. 
Arv, Unveil the Women. [Tulip unveils the Women, 
Aran. I tremble, my Alvarez, a cold Sweat 

Hangs on my Brow, an Ague ſhakes my Soul, 


Foreboding Fears, and jealous Pangs invade me z 


I cannot bear the Thought of lofing Zaida; 
He has a Conqueror's Right, and ſhe's his Slave. 
See, ſee already he has catch d the Fire, 


His burning Eyes drink the freſh Beauties in, 
And greedily devour her Charms; 


' Thoſe rds bf Light, the Windows of the Soul, 


Confeſs it all———Counſel me, aid me, Friend; 
Oh! I am Loſt 


Arv. De Sale, I never ſaw ſo fair A Creature; 


There's a bewitching Softneſs in her Eyes; 


_ ſinks into my Soul [ have her 1 
5 did you ſuffer all this Flood of Light - 
urſt at once upon me! twas too . 


15 


Ine u'd have fall'n obliquely. — n — 


Aran. Have I not all my Fears; yes, over Meaſure, | 
[ Jade to n 


Tell him our mutual Love, that Zaidas mine, 
By Contract mire; that we've ſworn no Tie, 1 
Fortune, nor Wealth, nor Power, nor Foree hall part us. 5 

Alu. Do, tell him you're his Rival, let him — 
That you muſt be ſecur d ere he is Happy; 
1 your Spe ny 6 Mind This unmanly. 

rv. Uplift thy Eyes, fair ence, and Reis oZ 

00 what I can give, my Throne and Heart. _ [7 a 
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Too mean the Sacrifice, but tis my All, + 
Receive then what my zealous Duty pays; 
For were I Lord of all th*Ambient Sea | 
Flows round, I ſhou'd not then preſume to think 
I cou'd deſerve; High Heav'n has ſent you here, 
Imperial Maid, to found a Race of Kings, 

To be the Mother of a mighty Nation, 

For late Poſterity ſhall ſee your Line 
Diſpenſing Laws, and dealing equal Juſtice 

To Nations round us! 

Zaid. Beauty too oft, like falſe Ambition, Sir, 
Mounts its unhappy Owners but to fall; 
Like ſhining Lights unguarded ſet on High, 

By every adverſe Wind to be extinguiſh'd. 
Why do you talk of Reigning to your Slave, 
And mock a Wretch you hold in ſervile Bonds ? 

Arv. By Heav'n, my Eyes, loſt in that Beauteous Proſpect, 
Beheld not theſe unworthy Marks of Slavery. | 
What Savage durſt inchain theſe Snowy Twins ? 


[He unlooſes the Bonds, 


Let all her Followers be unbound this Moment, 

Be every Captive free; the Sun this Day, . 

| [They are unchain d by Arviragus's Officers. 
Wherein the Royal Zaida chear'd our Ifle, ,, 

Shall ſee the wretched happy; let em date 

Their Liberty, as I my Life, from Zaida. 

Forget your Cares, forget your Father's Houſe, 

And deign to Rule, and ſmile upon Laurentia. 

You ſhall have Time with Decency to mourn __ 

This Change of Life, till conſtant Services | 
Have wean d you from your Sorrows, we'll conduct you 

To an Apartment fitted to receive you. 

Your Ladies ſhall attend you; our, whole Court 

Have our Commands to ſerve 11785 ne 
We muſt obey by Force; but Words wou d wrong the. 
For praiſing thee, is Painting of a ROoſe 7 
Refin'ing Fire— with a weak Taper's Light, + - - 
Decking the Eye of Heaven! 33 


2 Aran. Who 


[ Ex. Arv. /eading Zaiday ud all Rr get Aranes and Alvarez. 
1 * w2 ; 


A gallant Mind, 52 70 Yer it haunts and burns it; 


Pale Jealouſie, that Child f Fear and Love, 


2 e Ne, 
Aran. Who wou'd not 

Confound all Right and Wrong for ſuch a Prize, 

Since by the Means he ſanctifics the Vice? 

Happy Arviragus ! thy Power, call'd Right, 

Now leads thee to Imperial Z4i42's Arms. 

Is it not ſo, my Friend? Tnjuripus Gods! 

Why was I form'd with ſuch exalted Paſſions, 

And thrown into Plebeian Clay; the Mock 

Of fickle Fortune, and contending Winds ? 


Alo. When the fermented feyeaiſh, Blood boils high, 
The Patient reſtleſs turns from Side to Side, 


Tho' Motion blows the Flame ;——Ev'nto Your Mind $714 


Creates the Miſchicf, and encreaſes it;: 

All may be well He knows not yet your Right, 

And he affects to govern here with Tuflice: 

Therefore he dares not do an gprn Wrong; ; 

Perhaps he would not | fl 
Aran. Did ſhe forbid his Hopes! > Did ſhe once fical 

A Look, to ask a mutnal Sigh or Tear? 

Did he not preſs her Hand, call her his Queen ? 

As ſuch he led her hence—That jcalous Throw, 

Like an envenom'd Dagger, ſtrikes my Heart. 
Atv. You'd call another bafe; who utter d this; 

You know her Truth, now viſe her and Prove We - 
Aran. O my Friend | PER 

wrong her — yes, I baſely ro my Love, 

I know ſhe 1s as chaſte as Wa Ae, 

And true as dying 5 5 to their Faith. 

I'll vifit her—— cion is unworthy © - || 


Does both our Paſfion and our Frailty prove : 
Our Brictle, Forms, unable tc ſaftain”' 7 ist 


Unchanging Joy we eb and flow again; * yo! 


Alternately we Pain and Pleaſure feel, 
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e eee ECRNS + 


SCE NE the Hall of 4 Palace. 


| Enter Boreal and Chicane. 


Chi. Hs contrary to Law: Draw Lots for Wives! 
Bor. How now, Lawyer? What, a worthleſs Fel- 
low, and afraid to truſt Fortune Look round thee, and 
behold her Darlings. | 
Chi. Ay, but things are not done in Form, not Legally, Ad- 
miral There ſhou'd have iſſu'd out a Writ de UxoreCaprenda, 
with a Precept to the Sheriff, and a Ji. Fa. anncx'd, to have 
levy'd the Bodies of the ſeveral beautiful Women, & c. and have 
brought 'em before us ſuch a Day apud le Guild- Hall in le Pali 
Royal. ä 1 5 | 5 
Ber, Pox o your Gibberiſh, Lawyers Tongues have made 
more Beggars than Luxury or Dice. Nature produces nothing 
that is immortal but a CHancery- Suit. How many noble Eſtates 
have 1 known ground to Death between the Milſtones of the 
Law, while an old Dunce in a Coif pores thro” his falſe Eyes; 
to diſcoyer whether the good or bad Succeſs of the poor Sub- 
ject's Caule depends upon the doubtful Tittle of an z, or a de- 
ficient Top to an /. 
Chi. Ay, ay, I know with you now all our Pleadings are de- 
{pis'd, and our Reports laugh'd at, and Cook, Dyer, Lennard, 


Crake, and the reſt of the voluminous Hiſtorians of contentious 


Mortals, are Fellows of Form, without Fire———But:to the 
Point, Sir; The Prince here ought firſt per Attorn' ſuum to de- 
clare; then we have time to plead ;' he replies, we rejoin z he 
ſurrejoins, we join Iſſue ; then comes a Demurrer, then a Writ 
of Error, then tis argu*d, then an Appeal, the-—;  —» 
p Bor. Oh, don't make me giddy with, thy Nonſenſe, dear In- 
pid 3 | 3 N n nn 0554 
Chi, Look ye, in the Caſe of Marriage . 
Bor. Ay, in the Caſe of Marriage a Man's Underſtanding 


*. 


is ſo often bubbled by his Eyes, that our wiſe Prince, to N 
8 . the 


*. 


14 The Jucceſsful-Pyrates 
the Evils of our own Choice, reſolves Fortune ſhall determine 
the whole Matter But ſee, they are here; and for all this, 
thou unrighreous Judge, thou muſt be content with the Wife 
thy Chance ſhall give thee, 

Chi. Quo Marranto, Sir tis contrary to Magna Charta. 


Euler Jolly boy, Piracquo, Tulip ; and on the other ſide, ſeve- 
ral Women, Lydia and Lesbia; a Laurentian Boy, in the na- 


rive Habit, with a Jar filld with Balls of Wax for Lots. 


Foll. Hah, my Golden Hearts, my merry Boys, Children 
of Joy and Pleaſure, a gracious Prince, a bounteous Sovereign, 


he has choſen out the fineſt Women in the Iſland for you; and 


Heaven and you know 'tis but thinly peopled with Petticoats 


yet further, he has ordcr'd me to pay 200c Gold Ducats a Head 
for every Wife drawn by Lot amongſt you. 


Pir. Pox, who wou'd drink Poiſon for the Honour of kiſſing 
a Gold Cup ? | TD Ge ; 
Tul He has taken the only Diſh from the Table I cou'd fancy, 


and adviſes me to fit down, and feed very heartily for Life, 
upon whatever is caſually ſet before me. 


Pir. Tis an Impoſition upon the free Subject. 
 Foll. What, Man? We muſt mend the Breed, we muſt pro- 
vide for Poſterity; wou'd you have him leave a whole Nation 


of Sons of Whores behind him ? 


Tul. Leok ye, Ill breed for ne er a King in Chriſtendom 


be may marry me, that is, I may have a Wife de facto, but Zaida 


is the Sovereign Miſtreſs of my Soul de jure—— Gad, ſh: is a 
fine Woman, Piracqus.— He has cull'd the Top o' the Basket, 


and left us nothing but what is Worm eaten afid Wind-fall'n— 


But let it go, I ſhall have an Intreague with her; I have already 


ſqueez d her Hand, and fathom'd her Heart by her Eye 


I ſhall mend his Breed, if he goes to that. 


Chi. You confound the whole Matter with your de facto and 


de jure, Sir-Gaudy—— We are to obey the King in all that is 


lawful ; now *tis-lawful to marry, but things are not done in 


Form, and therefore may be ſuper ſeded per curiam 


Bor. I wou' d haye no Lawyers marry here—— Heav'n bleſs 
us ! if a Pettifogger ſhou'd be join'd to a Scold— what wou'd 
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be the Offspring? A Fury; Diſcord in Fleſh and Blood 
Such a Conjunction muſt produce either a Caſuiſt or a Rebel, 
and be the Parent of Faction in future Times Now Treaſon 
is the Child of Faction, which, like Sophiſtry, makes Knots in 
Truth, and cuts what it can't untie—— Come, come, prepare 


for your ſeyeral Lots; let the Boy go round. 


Tul. Adieu my Liberty, my Peace, indolent Joys, and ſweet 
Repole— Ye happy Hours of Love and ſoft Defſire—— Adicu. 
Come, Boy, I am ready for Execution. 
£34. May Fortune give me to him again, Lesbia, if that is 


not my Husband. 


Lesb. And as I live there flands my very old Winter Tulip. 
£y4. Have we ran zoo Miles from each other to meet in this 


Centre? 


Lesb. I find I am born to break that Beau's Heart It 
og me tho?, I thought weſhou'd have been wholly unknown 
ere. 4 

£yd. The Sight of that Fellow has given me an incurablc 

Spleen—— Oh Lesbia, I am Husband-ſick to Death. 
[The Men draw ſeveral Balls, in which are enclos'd the 
Names of their Wives —— Piracquo draws Lydia, 
Tulip Lesbia, Jolliboy Morulla, Boreal Mariana, and 

Chieane an old Woman. 1 | 


Pir. Ay, here ſhe is in neat Italicꝭ Lyaia, my very Iden- 
tical, Numerical London Wife—— Why, this is giving a new 
Bond for an old Debt. DO | 


Tul. Hah, what have we here? Lesbia, as I hope tobe happy 


Fortune is an unmannerly Huſwife=— Is this weaving your 
True- Lover's Knot, to give one up to the Arms of an old Ac- 


quaintance, and make one Tenant for Life to a Gals? 


Pir. I never lov'd Chance; but Fortune unravels all the 
Plots I work up, and makes me, whether I pleaſe or no, drag 
her Chain— Now ſhe has made me aPreſent of a Wife 
So, Madam, [To Lydia] What malignant Star threw you upon 
Laurentia ? n | 3 "Le 

Lyd. What evil Genius brought us two together? 

Pir. Iabandon'd my native Soil to fly you. 


Va. 
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Lud. I baniſh'd my ſelf, that I might not breathe the ſatur 
Air. OY 12 
Pir. You are the only Woman I wou'd have ſhunn'd. 

Ld. You arc the only Man I wou'd have avoided. 


Pir. Fortune ſhan't join us. 


Lyd. I'll die to break the Knot : Have we not ſworn everla- tl 
ſting mutual Hatred ? 5 | X 

Pir. Curſed be he or ſhe who firſt is perjur'd. | i 

Lyd. When I break it, may I be as common as a Bed in an v 
Inn. 

Pir. When I don't obſerve it punctually, may I lie in the 


ſame Bed. | | | 
Lyd. May I be as ugly as a Death's Head, nia / my Deſires 
utlive my Charms, and may I ſue to thee for Mercy. * 
Pir. May I pity thee. . P 
Lyd. Your Hand ont. 0 
Pir. Agreed. * 
Lyd. To diſagree. 1 
Pir. Eternally. | | | 
£94. For ever. | 4 * 
Tul. Very elegant truly; a happy Couple, a perfect Copy e 
of conjugal Affection really you have faid abundance of civil 
| things to one another, and noi the Heat of your firſt Court- | 
1 ſhip ſeems to be a little over I wou d treat with you, Piracqus, . 
1109 will you changes? e 5 
(} Pir. For a Fool's Laugh or a Strumpet's Smile, I'd give'thee 1 
1 my Life to boot rather than keep this Bargain | | 


_ 


N Tal. No Paſſion, my dear Nirucquo. look ye, I believe itmay 
Ll be prov'd I have as many Obligations to that Lady as you owe 
q] there; I had the moſt delightful Dream with her for twenty 
Years together ſure never was Man ſoagreeably deceiv' d- Oh 
how I curs d the Hour when firſt I wak'd, and found her Grace 
the Dutcheſs 4e Ballabaſe to he a plain Plebeian, vulgarly call'd ' 
or known by the Name of Ceciſy Ogle. 04 


— 
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L296. My Dear, we have already explain d upon one another. 
Tul. My Love, I am eaſie, I know *tis not in the Power of 
_ Fate to ſhuffle us together again —— You have had my 


at 


Lesb. 
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many ſuch in all his Circuit 
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| Lesb.You the Dutcheſs——You were in loye with my Qua- 
lity, not my Perſon, | 


Tul. Therefore twas natural to drop the Paſſion with the 
Character. 

Lesb. We were both Actors, twou'd be ridiculous to wear 
the Habit when the Farce is done. 
Tul. Yet for a while, like old Bed-fellows, we turn'd our Af- 


fections the ſeamy Side outward, and were awkardly kind to 


one another, till we cou'd not endure our own Hypocriſie. 
_ Zesb. We liv'd together 'till Indifference had extinguiſh'd 


Jealouſie, *cill Anger gave Place to Neglect, and Pity quitted 


to Contempt. 

Tul. This was the Proceſs firſt Loye kick'd Reaſon out 
of Doors, where Reaſon like a cool Privy-Counſellor waited 
patiently *till after Poſſeſſion, and then ſummoning the Poſe 
Com. of my Senſes to his Aid reſum'd his Seat. Madam, is it 
your Pleaſure that we play booty with Fortune, put a Trick 
upon our Stars, and be happy in ſpite of one another? 

Les6. Sir, I play all the Game l have from my. Youthup- 
wards been the Workwoman of my own Happineſs——Y ou ſee 
this Gentleman and I are not like to hit it. 

Tul. A Bargain——one hearty Wiſh, my Dear, and fo we 
part, —firſt may our Friendſhip ſtill continue like a Vine round 
a dead Oak, tho? our Love is cxpird. | 

Lesb. May that Lady give you as much real Joy, as I have 


Imaginary, may no rude Wind uncurl your Wig, no ſtormy 


Days nor Time it ſelf plow up your Features. 
Tul. May you flouriſh like a Medlar, be delicious in decay. 
Lesb. May you like gen'rous Wine get Strength by Age. 
Tul. Piracquo, obſerve, this tis to be well-bred, this is part- 

Gad I am mighty well off tho'—l was in a 

Sweat when I ſaw her come up—Ho! Admiral, what luck have 

you had in this Lottery ? ee 
Bor. Why I have drawn a Prize, Tulip, the Sun ſees not 

I haye ask'd her ſeveral Que- - 

ſtions, and either ſhe has no Tongue, or ſhe holds it — take it 

which way you will ſhe is a very valuable Woman, 
Tul. Ha! Then ſhe'll keep a Secret. 
Bor. Mighty well, if ſhe can't 225 
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Tul. How do you like our Wives? we have barter'd, Pirac- 


Wife wants a Tip to her Tongue, we can ſpare it. 


— — 


quo and I have chang d Hands, what think you of theſe Fillies? 

Bor. Tho' I am not much skill'd in Phiſiognomy, I can read 
in both their Faces, ſeparate Maintenance, Alimony, Divorce, 
Adultery, Doctors Commons, Curtain Lectures, and Cuckoldom 
That Leer cou'd be learnt in no part of the habitable Globe 
but Covent-Garden. ; 

Chi. J have a Woman here too Gentlemen, if any Man wants 
a Wife and brings his Action of Trouver againſt me, Ill plead 
guilty, or he ſhall ſnap Judgement by Default—For toſs me o- 
ver the Bar, if I don't think ſhe is the moſt execrable Creature 
Jever ſaw. | 

Bor. Poor Chicane, ſhe is indeed a plain Woman What ſort 
of Mate is thine, Jollyboy? | 

Foll. Ha, ha, ha, faith ſhe is pert and ſmall like Lambeth 
Ale—tho' I am mighty well pleas'd in troth my merry Boys, 
ſhe has given me two or three biting Repartees 


Bor. No more, the King appears. 
Enter Arviragus, De Sale, and Attendants. 


. Arv, The laughing God now plumes his purple Wings, 
He lights his Torch, and ſmiles on lawful Leve, | 
The Libertine may boaſt various Delight, 

The Slave of eyery Luſt may talk of Freedom, 

He feels it not, his Joys are falſe and ſhort, 

He wants within his home; true Happineſs 

Is found alone in chaſte unſully'd Sheets: 

We hold our ſelf indebted to each Man 

Who gives the Common-wealth a Legal Heir, 
For Marriage is the Bond of Government, 

That Cement fixes us by Natural Ties, 

By joining our Affections to our Intereſt. 

Each Monarch Husband in his private Realm, 
While he with virtuous Order rules his Houſe, 
Purſues the general Good ———obedient Children 


Make faithful Subjects therefore we ordain d 
This Lottery of Love you all muſt vin, 
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And Fortune often chuſes better for us 
Than we our ſelves. i 

Tul. Ah ſweet, how he gilds this bitter Pill? 

Pir. Now he has clapt on the Clog, he perſwades us to play 
with it——This Fellow wou'd talk a Nation outof their Senſes, 
and their Liberty too. 

Arv. My Fellow-ſoldiers, we reſolve to follow 
Your good Example, and with holy Vows 
Inchace our Love; high Heav'n has deign'd to ſmile, 

And with a Star t'enrich our Diadem. 
Imperial Aurengezebe's Illuſtrious Race 

Shall govern your Poſterity=———Away, 

Each with his ſeveral Bride, and may this Day 

Be ever markt with White to lateſt Years. = 

Pir. I am horribly vext, but there's no Remedy yet. 

;  [ Exennt all but Arvi. and De Sale. 

Arv. I ſent by thee to ask bright Zaida's leave 


Io viſit her; ſay, did you ſee the Princeſs? 


De Sale. I found her all devoted to her Sorrows, 
The filken Lids, thoſe Curtains of the Sight, 
Half vail'd, gave way for the warm Tears to flow, 
The precious drops haſten'd to kiſs her Cheeks, 


And bathe her riſing Boſom 3 where her Sighs, 


Sweeter than bloomy Nature, or the Breath 
Of wanton Zephyrs, did indulge her Grief: 
I ſpoke your Meſſage, Sir; ſhe rais'd her Head, 


| Reclin'd upon her lilly Hand; her Hand, 


Softer and whiter than the Cycnets Down; 

She ſaid, and then another Sigh broke way, 

She hop'd ſhe might have leave to mourn; if not, 

She was your Captive, and ſhe muſt obey. 
Arv. I think thou art her Lover by thy words, 


This warm Deſcription fires my amorous Breaſt, 


I ſee her charming in her Sorrows dreſs. 
Oh my De Sale, this ſudden change of Life 
Shakes her ſoft Frame, | 
As every change of Air ſtains the pure Chryftal, 
I'll wait upon her, ſooth her gentle Grief, 


And by moſt conſtant Service gain 55 Love. 
2 


'2> Thy SWenepplryple, 


Whoever thus does for bright Beauty burn, 

Muſt with the fickle Fair one laugh and mourn; 

His Paſſions all muſt her Commands obey, | | 

For Love's a Lord of Arbitrary Sway. [ Exennt. 
Enter Aranes and Zaida. 


Aran. The joyous Light glads our extended Eye, 


And feeds with various Paintings the gay Senſe ; 
The Balmy Air breathes his redundant Odours 


Till the Brain akes with too luxuriant Pleaſure, 

Sweet Muſick tunes and lulls the wanton Spirits 

In moſt Extatick Raptures Thou art all, 

The Light, the Breath, the Mufick of my Soul, 

Thou Abſtract of all Nature's Charm's in one. 
Zai. And yet ev'n now my Love, 

A pointed Sword hangs by a Hair above us. 


Arviragus, malevolently kind, 
Beholds they hapleſs Zaida with Deſire. 
In awkward Pomp he woes me, and has ſent 
By his Lieutenant to intreat a Viſit; 
It is not fit he ſee us thus, thatSight 
May raiſe a fatal Storm, and wreck us both; 
Think whoſe we are, and where. 
Aran. 1 idly talk, 

And only beat and flutter in my Cage 
When I ſhou'd Act; redeem thee with my Sword, 
But Time muſt faſhion it. 5 
I know it is not fit he ſee us thus, 
My Love, I will retire: oh Death to part! 
May thoſe unbody'd Spirits who enjoy 
Uninterrupted Bliſs, look down with Pity, 
When they behold a Soul like theirs diſtreſs, 
And guard thee with Xtherial Wings from Danger. 

EZai. Gallant Youth, 
May all the Gods preſerve thee, may each Maid 
Who truly loves in all ſucceeding Times, 
Be bleſs d as I in thee——And may thy Name 


Shine 


unt. 


le 


Shine a bricht lis 


+. — 4 5 4 [ 5 

% vs 8 - a 

e 
* - (4 . 

2 , "C 
* : 2 y * 


aL 


Of faithful Love, 


— 


| Enter Arviragus. 
Arv. Hold, hold, my Heart! there, there's the Cauſe of Sorrow, 


The Reaſon of thoſe Tears 

Let me controul my Temper, and be calm. 
If your Sorrows, Madam, 
Admit the Wretche's Comfort, a Companion, 


1 humbly beg my Share; when Beauty droops, 


The Sun ſhou'd mourn behind a ſable Cloud, 
The Southern Winds drive down the Tears of Heav'n, - 
The Flow'rs and Plants ſhake off their dewy Grief 


On the damp Earth, and ſympathizing Nature 


Sigh with her faireſt Work 
Zai. Blame me not, if I'm covetous of what 

T only now can call my own; theſe Tears, 

They will admit no Fellowſhip, and ask 

For Solitude; Grudge not your Slave her Sighs. _ 
Arv. You have a Gracious Princeſs, Sir, ſhe deigns 

To let you ſhare her Melancholly Hours, 

And gives you what a Monarch begs in vain. 
Aran. As J have felt the Sunſhine of her Fortune, 

My Gratitude, as well as Duty, Sir, 

For ever binds me to my Royal Miſtreſs, 


And asks a Subje& Tearfor her Diſtreſs. 


_Arv. No more of this; why do you meanly thus 
Diſguiſe your Loves? 8 3 
I ſee thoſe Tears are ſhed for your Aranes, 
And does not your Aranes weep for Zaidad 
Aran. Then you ſee | 
Two Minds in one, a grateful Harmony _ 


Which you wou'd turn to Diſcord; but remember, 


*Tis not in Seas, or Priſons, or lawleſs Power, 


To break this happy Union Rigid Fate 


Will but a while divide us; after Death _ 
My ſeparated Soul ſhall hover round her, N 
Her Genius here, and Guide to Paradice. 


„ , 


And thus inyade anotker's Right, my Zaide ? 


WS 
Arv. Fair Zaida is the G 


oP: 


— 


ift of Providence, 
no Tyrannick Wiſh 


As ſuch I take her 


Shall urge my Power to violate her Will. 


Aran. This, Sir, is generous, and truly great, 
'Tis God-like to beſtow unbounded Bliſs, ; 
And we have no Ambition left but Love. 


Give us ſome Corner of your Earth to breathe in, 


Diſturb not the clear Stream you cannot drink, 
Let us poſſeſs our Lives in Peace together. 

Zaid. Oh, Sir, renounce this Flame; my Lord and I 
Have mingled Souls like meeting Streams : 
Can you divide the Waters Drop by Drop, 
And reunite em to their former Currents ? 
Can you command the glorious Light to ſtay, 
When the Sun leaves us? Our two blended Hearts 
Are riveted by Fortune, Time and Fate. 

Arv. Fortune has made you mine, and changing Time 
May rzae that darling Image from your Soul, 
And place me there—Aranes is my Captive, 
The Creature of my Smile——whom my good Sword 
y juſt Invaſion holds. | 

Aran. Invader's but a Royal Term for Tyrant. 

Arv. That I am no Tyrant IPD 


Let this declare, that you dare call me fo 


Unpuniſh'd Yet my Subjects general Voice 
Proclaims that Falſchood faithful in all Dangers —— 
But know, fond Youth, I here am Abſolute, 

The Founder of Leurentia's mighty Empire, 


And greater thus than if I claim'd my Right 


From a long Line of lazy Anceſtors : 


Look round the World, fearch the Records of Empire, 


What were their Titles firſt? Firſt, Power form'd Laws, 


When gracious Victors did deſcend to rule 


By equal Juſtice The ſame Power gave Place, 
And fixt me here on fair Laurentia's Ile, 


gave 'em Laws, and dropt the Conqueror's Sword 


To rule by Civil Right. 
Aran. Then wherefore do you break your own Commar.ds, 


Arv. 


Arv. Know thou that all are Tyrants in their Love, 
There each wou'd Monarch be, and rule alone, 
There 1 diſpence with Law; ev'n thou, my Slave, 
Claim'ſt a ſuperior Right to love above thee ; 
Still love, but do not to my Ear avow it, 
Stifle thy haughty Paſſion, and be ſafe, 
Tis Death to own it here. | 
Aran. Not own my Love! (Now wert thou King of Hell, 
As thou art but his Deputy, and rul'ſt 
His Subiects here) thus wou'd I loudly claim her. 
She is by Faith, by Inclination mine, 
By all the Ties of ſacred Love and Duty, 
Nor ſhall thy Power disjoin us, bloody Pyrate. 
Zaid. This Rage, Aranes, will deſtroy us both. 
Stifle your fatal Paſſion in its Birth, 
Or all is loſt. 
Aru. Your idle Paſſion, like an angry Infant, 
Beats its own Parent ; with your feeble Breath, 
You might the Ocean's Boſom blow to rage, 
And curl the Face of Neptune, but ne'er hope 
To ſtir my Mind. $7; 
Zaid. Be calm ——Inflame him not, you blow a Fire 
That will conſume us both Oh think betimes, 
If Power unbounded meets remorſeleſs Rage | 
Aran. Yes, Zaida, all the Paſſion of my Soul 
Shall melt into my Eyes—-relent in Dew, 
To beg a gracious Boon of my good Maſter. 
I am his Slave, his Creature. gs | 
You gave me Liberty, you gave me Life! | [To Arv. 
Oh! What is Life or Liberty to Love? 
Cou'd you command the Globe, and at my Feet 
Throw all Mankind my Slaves, I ſhou'd with Scorn 
Behold the Tributary World beneath, - 
And only then look up to Heav'n and Zaida: 
Extended Empire, Freedom, Life and Love, 
Live all within the Circle of her Arms! Pe 
What ſhall I ay thus bending to the Earth —— [| Kneels. 
I humbly ask more than my Life or Freedom; be Wn 
Oh give her yet yet give her to my Arms, 


Reſtore 


4 
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Reſtore my-Zaida 


With me demand my Love. EE og 
Arv. No more in idle Tranſports wreck your Spirits? 

But know, preſumptuous Boy, no Power on Earth 

Shall rayiſh from my Heart this God-like Maid—— 

Be gone, aſpiring Fool —— | | 

Claim not a Right to Heav'n, and call it Juſtice 

Here ſhe ſhall blaze like our warm Eaſtern Sun, 

The Royal Partner of my Bed and Throne. 

- Aran, Imperial Thief, Deſpair and mighty Love 

Know no Command or Equal; guard thy Life— 
Zaid. Ruin, Piſtrãction! whither will it lead you? 
Arax. Til conquer, or III bravely die her Martyr. 

Lay by your borrow'd Robes of Royalty, . 

And meet me with your good Sword Hand to Hand, 

Or by the Gods I'll ſpeed the Rod of Juſtice, fy 

And dafh this horrid Meteor into nothing, 

This Child of Earth and Vapour. | 
Arv. A Guard there —Seize this hot-brain'd fooliſh Boy, 

Enter De Sale and Guards. 

Do him no Violence Convey him hence. 

This I forgive - but never more appear 

Within my Palace Walls, on Pain of Death, 

Immediate Death The next fair Cruiſe we have, 

Our Admiral ſhall ſet you ſafe on Shore, 


On the firſt Land he makes——— Abſence, fond Youth, 


May cool this boiling Fever in the Blood, 

Abſence the Death or Cure of wounded Love... Fig 
3 Iͤ̃éekEreunt Guards with Aranes. 

Zaid. Oh, Sir, if ever you did Pity feel, 


It now you know the Pangs of jealous Love, 


If &er your Heart glow'd with the honeſt Flame 
Of chaſte Deſires, and mutual Faith exchang'd ; 
Wou'd you erect a Monument to laſt, 2 
Beyond all Ara's of ſucceeding Time, 


Io break the Teeth of Envy and Detraction, 
Exert the Hero, and forgive your Rival, 


Be greatly virtuous, and command your Paſſion. 


Arv. 
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Arv. Madam, I do forgive him, but his Rage 

With ſudden Execution blows up all 
Who dare oppoſe him Since he can't obey, 
T baniſh him Here I will rule alone. 
Yet, Zaida, that is but a fechle Boaſt, 
For your Tyrannick Eyes are abſolute. 

Zaid. ] cannot feign a Falſhood to my Love, 
To fave us both; be muſt be mine for ever, 
There is no Cruelty but parting us. 

Aru. O talk not thus, ſooth me with flatt'ring Hope, 
Or I ſhall loſe my ſelf in black Deſpair, 
And be a Tyrant to thee. 

Zaid. Embark us in a Veſſel all unmann'd, 
Without a Pilog me and my Aranes, 
Commit us to the raging Winds and Waves; 
The Winds and Waves, in pity to our Loves, 
Wou'd waft us to ſome hoſpitable Shore; 
Or we ſhou'd both be bleſs d, and die together. 

Aru. Why do you ſtab me thus, too cruel Zaida ! 
By Love, by Fate, by Fortune, thou art mine. 
I burnt beneath the herce ,Aquator's Heat, 
Then ſteer d to rougher Seas, where the wild North 
Rides furious on the mighty Ax of Heav'n; . 
There twenty Years endur d the warring Ather. 
Ambition urg'd new Toils——— When Fortune ſmil'd, 
And crown'd me here, my Labour's fair Reward, 
Thee too ſhe gave me, ſprung from Regal Loins, 
To fix her Empire long ——-No, Madam, no, 
I owe this Juſtice to my ſ if and you 
Unerring Deſtiny has made you mine. | 
Obey your Fate; tis Cowardice not Courage 
To ſtruggle with the juſt Decrees of Heav'n. 
Oh plead not for him, and be fafe—Thy Words, 


9 Far 
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Like ſubtle Lightning, blaſt my diſtant Wiſhes. 


Zaid. You lay you value me; tis in your Power 
To give me Freedom, Life and Happineſs, 
Yet you inexorable all deny, | [ Exit. 
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Arv. O my De Sale, this Indian Maid undoes me, 
Laurentia's Sceptre ſtrikes to Loye's proud Boy; 
All the large Honours, Glory, Power, Fame, 
And countleſs Wealth, which I a private Man 


Snatch'd from the lazy Hand of Chance, to deck 


My Brows with ever-living Lawrels, fade, 

They fall—Oh Shame to Arms! A Woman's Martyr! 

She is Aranes Right There Juſtice bleeds, 

And Reaſon flies the Field—my burning Blood 

Governs without a Rein. | | | 
De Sale. She's yours by Conqueſt, make your lawful Claim 

By Heav'n and by your Sword. | 
Arv. What has the Victor's Sword to do with Love? 

Th' impaſſive Mind can never be ſubdu'd * 

By human Force However, yet I'll ſtrive, 

Women are changeable, and what to Day 

They hate to Death, to Morrow they approve. 

Time is the Nurfe of Hope Secure the Palace, 

That no Attempt ſucceed for her Eſcape ; 

Then wait me in my Cloſet, your Advice 

May guard againſt this Rebel in my Heart. 


O thou gay Son of Henus, young Deſire, _ ; 
Extinguiſh Thought, or quench this burning Fire; 


For when our Luſts againſt our Judgments riſe, 


The purple Tide within to wild Diſorder flies; 
The — Monarch's govern'd by the Croud, 
And ſacred Reaſon's rul'd by the licentious Blood. Erit. 


De Sale. 1 hate this Renegade, this Scepterd Rogue 
And why? Becauſe he is but half himſelf. 


His Virtues ſhare his Faults ; ay, therefore tis, 


Therefore my Eyes abhor him— Oh pale Envy, 
Thou Vulture of the Liver, aid my Plot; 
I have debauch'd Piracquo to my Intereſt, 

And he ſome of his Favourite Knaves ; the Mob 
Are ftur'd with diligent and monſtrous Lies, 


Forming 
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Forming againſt their Liberties and Rights, 
While ſtupidly he dreams thus ſunk in Love, 

He hears not of their Clamours. 

Well, I ſhall taſte of Sovereign Rule and Beauty, 

For Zauida and his Throne ſhall both be mine. 

Why, but he loves and truſts me Therefore tis 

J have the Means to ruin him—your truſted Friend 
Holds in his Palm your Life—— Beſides, this Beauty 
Employs him all; and therefore now Pl ſtrike ; 
| In this Lethargick Love-Fit ſteal his Crown, 
= And hurl the nodding Lumber from his Throne. (Ext. 


The End of the Second A CT. 
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AC T II. SCENE I. 
SCENE A Cont Hall. 
| Enter De Sale, and Piracquo. 27610 
8 Edition is on Foot, my Boy; the Fruit is juſt ready to 


gather, there's 'a new Model of Government ma ing 
up in every Shop. | I | 


D. Sale. T am glad to hear it, Piracquo. tis difficult indeed 


to breed Faction in a Country, where there is no Religion for 
a Pretence. ; | ; 


Pir. And where Mony is a Drug; for here our Gold, like a 


fine Woman, bas loſt half its Value by being common. 

D. Sale. Tis a Maſter-piece of Policy to raiſe the Devil 
without a Bribe or a Maſque, without Mony or Hypocriſie, nay 
without any Pretence of evil Government, againſt a Captain too 
I thought they doated on. * 

 Prr. They are usd to a Storm, and are ſick in a Calm; the 
Courage of the People, like a high mettal d Horſe, muſt be rid 
down by continual Exerciſe, or he throws his Rider; give em 
Athoanand. you.arc Gi... 3 

D. Sale. If I do mount the Head - ſtrong Multitude, they 
ſhall level Mountains, and lave Seas, ere they want Employ- 
mett: But who of any Weight have you brought over to our 
Enterprize? | | 

Pir. Chicane, Follyboy, and Tulip, three of his Miniſterial 
Fools; for he has always choſe Men of moderate Senſe to ſerye 


im, becauſe he wou'd have their Underſtandings, he ſays, all 


paſſive, and like the Limbs of the natural Body take their Di- 
rections implicity from him their Head. 


D. Vale. But he ſhall find we'll chuſe another Head to his 


Body Politick; well, and were the Fools difficult to be pre- 
vail'd on? . a | 

Pir. No, I gain'don em by indulging their darling Paſſions, I 
affirm'd to Chicane, and provd by Sophiſtry, that Arviragus 


was an Uſurper, and ruPd contrary to Law; he beliey'd me, 


and cited Statutes made in old England to prove it. 
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D. Sale. But how did you draw in Jollyboy and Tulip ? 
Pir. Why Sir Gaway was fatisfy'd *twas the laſt new Falhion, 
and Jolla is ſo perfectly good-humour'd he cou'd deny his 
Friend nothing; but Tulip has another Reaſon, he fetches ſuch 
deep Sighs for the Princeſs, you wou'd think his L.ungs grew 
in the Bottom of his Belly He groans and ſings (Love has 
no Power.) Indeed the common Rabble are generally diſturb'd 


'O about this Declaration the Tyrant has publith'd, obliging em 
g to take Wives by ſuch a Day ——— Oh they roar out moſt 
muſically againſt Arbitrary Power ——— But what think you, 
d ſhou'd not Arapes be ſounded, he is a Youth of Spirit, and 
3r hates, ay, and with Reaſon hates Arviragus, 
D. Sale, No, by no Means—a puling Lover in an Enter- 
2 prize of Fire — I think I ſhall provide for him otherwiſe -—— 
Lovers and Madmen are govern'd by Fancy ; a flippery 
il Baſis to ſupport Action — Well, I have drawn a Scheme 
V of our whole Deſign with ſpecial Directions for the Execution 
0 We'll meet at eight at your Houſe, let all concern'd have No- 
tice— This Evening my Boy we'll ſtrike for Liberty and Plun- 
le der. 5 ; Exit. 
1d Pir. When I reflect, I can't help wondring at my invete- 
m rate Purſuit of Arvirg7ur—l can't forgive him, becauſe I have 
wrong'd him; I hate him, becauſe I EY deſerve not to be 
y loy'd. by him l loath my own Ingratitude, and yet like a har- 
u- den'd Sinner trot on in the old I rack, ſo difficult 'tis when. 
ur Vice has Poſſeſſion of us to regain our ſelves. 
al But few, while young to yicious Habits bred 
ve In Age the thorny Paths of Virtue tread; 
all If Strength and Reaſon can't the Torrent ſtem, 
i- Will weak old Age and Folly turn the Stream? 
The following V ears crowd the preceding on, 
is | The ruſhing flux of Time rowls ſwiftly down. c 
e- And cre we Leiſure have to think, we drown. / [LExit. 5 
5 „ Enter Zuida and Semanthe. 
10 TY, | | $I | | 
e, Zai. Oh my Semanthe! How has my Aranes's Paſſion 
R Th' intemperate Fire of Rage, robb d me of all EL Ts 
s | | Our 


Happy the Lover, who that Hour preferr d 
His Vows, then every Lover's Vows were heard. 


qe Succeſiful Pyrate: 


Our Lives are ſo entwin'd, in him I live, 
'My Lords, my Houſe, my Family, my Wealth, 


My Children; all—Indeed my burthen'd Heart 


Yet knows not to ſupport the heavy Loſs. | 
Sem. Madam, your wounded Mind may yet be heal d, 

But you with piercing Fears retard the Cure 

De Sale the King's Lieutenant, has profeſs'd 

A generous Regard for your Misfortunes, 

He begs as a Reward, the Honour only 

To ſerve your Highneſs, here his Truſt is great, 


In him your Hopes yet live; he waits without 


To know your Pleaſure: 
Zai. Semaxthe, much I fear to be oblig'd; 


But drowning Wretches catch at Reeds; admit him. 


Enter De Sale. 


Tho what ſtrange Labyrinths, what entangling Mazes 


Will my hard Fortune lead me? 
D. Sale. So Venus look d in the Idalian Grove, 


So mourn'd the Loſs of her expiring Love, 


Ambroſial Dews from heav'nly Fountains ſhed AE ON 
With new born Flow'rs enrich'd her graſſy Bed, 
Thus all the Graces, all their Beauties arm, 

Adorn her Grief, and make her Sorrows charm: 


MD! 


241. Theſe ſilken Terms, this gaudy Dreſs of Words 


Can bring no Aid; and yet when Fortune ſmil'd$. 
My Mind was ever ſo in Love with Truth bh 
The Metaphor with me deſtroy'd the Muſick : 
But oh, if your good Heart is touch'd with Pity, 
| Behold an Object worth our Charity: 
A Princeſs thus ſues in'the*Beggar's Phraſe. | 
D. Sale. You cover md nh Shame this to your Creature? 
Know Madam have form'd a Scheme to help you; ; 
Ere a few Hours expire, blind Fortune's Wheel 


Again ſhall lift you to your former Glory. 


— 


In 


LS F 7 7 7 = 


" 


In the mean time wou'd you not ſee your Lord? 
The King is in his Cloſet- - Opportunity 
Stands fair I know the value Lovers ſet- 
On a ſtolen hour of mutual Conference. 
Zaid. My guardian Angel, Thanks ——My bounding Heart: 
Yet knows not how to pay her grateful Joy 
Oh gallant, generous Man, my conſtant Vows 
Shall weary all the Gods for Bleſſings on you. 
De Sale. I'll poſt this happy Lover to your Arms; 
But let your Interview be ſhort or elſe 
It may prove dangerous, which Heav'n forefend, 
You'll tind my Deeds as faithful as my Words. (Exit. 
Zaid. High Heav'n has rais'd this virtuous Man to help us, 
Inſpir'd his generous Breaſt with godlike Pity ; 
For like the Gods he graciouſly beſtows, 
Without the hopes of a Return. 


Enter De Sale, Aranes, and Alvarez. 


Aran. I thank you, Sir, 
I know not how to wiſh you a Reward 
Beyond that Pleaſure which Heroick Minds 
When they perform a virtuous Act) receive. 
he Conſciouſneſs of a good Deed, exalts 
The Mind above the ſordid Earth ſhe wears: 
And ſhe is more than half Immortal here. 
De Sale. Waſte not your Time in empty Words on me, 
I am your Slave, my Lord, I know your Worth, , 


And labour thus to give you Joys Immortal; 


For Death and Virtue claim 'em. [Aſide] [Exit. . 


Zaid. Oh my lov'd Lord! 

Aran. My Heart bounds up to meet thee at my Lips, 
Oh take the little flutt'ring Wanderer in, 
Or let him grow thus to thy Snowy Boſom, - 
And be th' Immortal Guard of Faithful Love. 

Zaid. I cannot tell thee how I love Aranes, 


Vet ſure thou mak'ſt Captivity a Bleſſing; 


For when I ſee thy Face, I loſe my Sorrows, 
Forget my Father, Country, what I was, 


— 
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and what I am; and all I give to thee. ; 
Aran.*Tis not, ye Rulers of the World, in Power, 


In Wealth, nor all the glittering Train of Pride, 


To give the Mind true Happineſs, tis Love, 
Tis mutual Love and Virtue. 

Zaid. De Sale, that truly great, that generous Man, 
Has vow'd to aid our Cauſe, we ſhall be free. | 


Aran, We (hall, and in ſome homely Villa live and love, 


Free from the Envy, from the Guilt of Greatneſs; 
We'll ſteal a private Life in Peace and Innocence, 
Our Air untainted, and our Table pure, 
When on the fragrant Earth, with wholfome Viands, 
We feed on Nature's Bounty—all around 
The feather'd Choriſters, on pendent Branches, 
Shall grace our Artleſs Feaſt with Artleſs Mufick—— 
Our happy Fathers thus in bleſt Security, 
And rural Sweetneſs liv*d, ere Fraud and Art 
Invaded their chaſt Joys. 

Zaid. To hear thee ſpeak charms my diſtracted Mind, 
Ard makes all calm within; but when I ſee thee, 
My greedy, longing Eyes wou'd gaze for ever 
Unfatisfy'd—Might I indulge their Joy, 
Swift Hours wou'd unregarded paſs, whole Years, 
As in a gentle Slumber, fteal away; 
The rapid Stream of Time wou'd, like one Moment, 


Flow back into Eternity again. 


Alvar. Tis happily remembred, Time flows faſt, 
And Dangers here ſurround you, then be wiſe, 
Divide your ſelves, that you may meet again. 
Aran. Oh that we muſt, that we muſt part, my Love, 
Yet 'tis but for a Moment, our good Genius 
Works with De Sale to Inſure our Happineſs— 
Miniſtring Angels guard thee—Virtue ſtands 
Like a white Rock in Neprune's troubled Surge, 
And Winds and Waters impotently Rage. 


Enter Arviragus, De Sale, Ricardo, and Guards. 
De Sale. Behold, my Sovereign, your Rival there, 


w>t >>>” n MUSH FMASLDMUOBIUO e AJM 


Bchold 


* 


hold 


Te both Conſpire Hem him my Guards, 
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Behold your Captive in your Miltreſs' Arms, 
She holds him in a Circle that the Gods 
Might envy. 1 | 
Zaid. Farewel—but Time will march a Leaden Pace, 
Till I behold my much-lov'd Lord again. 
Aran, Till then we live on Hope, that Flatterer Hope 
But yet, remember, tho? he tires our Prayers, 
Tho' he fatigues our Withes, he'll be loſt, 5 
When next we meet, in never- ending Joys! [Exit 
- Arv. Hah! tis Deſpair, tis Death, my boiling Veins 
Will burſt—So Madam—why d'ye ſtart ? 
I am a Statue King, and Owls may perch 
Upon my Marble Sceptre—Yes, you know it, 


Or I had cruſh'd this ſawcy Slave to nothing; 


When firſt the haughty Worm preſum'd to Love. 


Zaid. This Slave, in ſpite of Sceptres, here ſhall reign, 
The faithful Lord of me. 


Die Hale. I muſt withdraw, ſhe ſhou'd not ſee me here: 


The King ſhall act what wou'd make me appear 
For ever odious in her lovely Eyes; | 
Thus doing all unknowing—Politicians 


Move like the ſecret Wheels of Fate unſeen, 


By Second-Cauſes work. = | Aſide] [ Exit. 
Arv. Still wou'd I gaze, and ſtill her Eyes behold me 

With Hatred and Contempt——lnhuman Fair! 

Yet be advisd—the Rage of Kings is ſwift, 

d killing as the Thunder-Stone—— You know 


That I can cruſh your Favourite, ſmooth Adonis. 


Zaid. This, Sir, is baſeg- ©, 
And now the painted Gloſs of Virtue's off, 
I ſee a Bravo at the Head of Thouſands, 
And a mock King bloated with ill-got Power. 
Arv. Diſdainful Woman! PS en 13.4 45 
My Heart already bleeds, unpity'd, mock dd, 
And ſhallit ſhed the Crimſon Drops alone? 
Away fond Mercy let the hopeleſs Cuprd + 


* 


Be daſh'd with Blood purſue th* ungrateful Boy, 


And let the Traytor pay with Life his Crime 
Then 


" The: Succefiful Pyrate. | 


Then nail him with your Javelins to the Earth, | 
Let this Ixion feel an angry Fove. Ex. Richardo . 
Zaid. Hold, hold, you dreadful Miniſters of Vengeance 
Good Sir, recall your fatal Meflage quick, 
Now, now, remand 'em, ere the fatal Blow 
Is given Oh Sir, Aranes Life is mine, 
Then if you Love me, will you Murther me? 
Arv. Thy Words, fair Maid, like Honey-dews Geſtroy 
What they ” Bk dave... 
Zaid. I ſee a tender Mercy in your Eye, 
Oh give it ſpeedy Birth, and fave your ſelf 
And me from black Deſpair and Death — 
Why do you ſtop Each Moment is Eternity) 
Away then let your generous Pity ſave him, 
Oh fave him, Sir - reverſe your bloody Doom, 
You will, you do, I ſee your Mind is moud. 
Aru. Thy Truth and Innocence againſt my ſelf 
Have ſürrd me but behold Rachardo comes, 
I fear my Orders are purſu'd. 


Enter Richardo. 


Richardo, how were my Commands obey 42 
Rich. We found Aranes in the Pallacs Grove, 
He and his Friend Alvareꝝ; when they ſaw us, 
Both drew, prepar'd to make a brave Defence, 
And Back to Back they firmly ſtood our Onſet. 
Aranes' Eyes that . the Stag at Bay 
Defies his Hunters ſoz his killing Sabre 9; 
Uplifted, fell with mighty Slaughter round him 
And dy d with his Alailaats B the Earths  — 
At length, all breathleſs, and oppreſs'd with Numbers, 
A well-pois d Javelin met his Manly Breaſt, , 
The pointed Spear pierc'd deep; Saks Wounds. 
re d the deadly Blow he ſtagger d wide, 
is rowling Eyes ſtruggled for Light in vain; 
Then with. a ſudden Turn upwards he ſprung,. 
Se-ſhot his Valiant W to. * Got. 
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And left the lifeleſs Lump of Clay behind 
In good Alvarez” Arms. 14 

Zaid. Enough; enough; oh mighty Sum of Woe ! | 
The Springs of Nature reak, 1 am diſmiſs'd — 

Your Slave will now be free Confuſion ! Night! [ Swoors. 
 arv. Aſſiſt her, aid her ; Ha ſhe dies, Semanthe! | 
What has my raſh unthinking Paſſion done? 
But, like an Idiot, blown the Taper out 
That gave me Light and Heat Indeed within, 
I find all dark and gloomy. 

Sem. A clammy Sweat bedews her Brow——her Breaſt 
Labours for Breath—ſhe ſighs, and Life returns. 

Zaid. Ha! are not theſe my Murtherers, Semanthe 2 

Pleed, bleed, ye Veins, ſluice every Artery, 
Give in your goary Evidence to Heav'n, 
Ask the Gods Juſtice but they ſleep, and careleſs 
Make their Vicegerents Tyrants——'tis a Fault; 
Hark, twas a Screech-owl's Hoot, the Bird of N ight 
And croaking Raven fing Eternal Dirges, .. : | 
But I am hoarſe, and cannot chant my Love, 
To his ſweet Reſt- Will you be 3 and give me 
Some Flowers to ſtrow his Grave oh my poor Brain! 
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Enter De Sale. 


Arv. This i is a heavy fi ght oh wiſe De Sale 
Now give thy Maſter Counſel, for his Heart 
Is grown too great a Burthen for his Breaſt. 

Zaid. I do not call thee Tyrant, Murtherer, 

Language has yet no Meaning bad Enough, 

No but III tell a Tale of thee to Heav'n, 
Shall bar the Gates for ever to thy Soul; 

Not Penitence, not a whole Sea of Tears, 

Nor Mercy's ſelf, ſhall waſh thee white again. | 

Sem. Your Wrongs muſt call down Vengeance from above, 

In the mean time aſſwage your Griefs with Patience. 

Zaid. Patience, the Slave of Fools, a Chain n in, 

To ſenſeleſs, lifeleſs, animated Nothings. a 
Sem, Will your hard Fate _ no Comforter 2 
2 


— 
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Zaid. Is he not dead? has not the greedy Grave 
At once devour'd all Joy and Comfort with him? 
Confufion on all Comfort! I diſclaim it. 
Comfort's a Paraſite, a flattering Knave, 
Melts Reſolution, and deſtroys Deſpair, 
The Soveraign Lord of my poor Heart and me: 
Look, the relentleſs Fiends with Wonder gaze 
On my vaſt Griefs, and dare not bid me hope. | 

D. Sale. My Lord, your Preſence here inflames her Hurt; 
Retire, till Time has worn it from her Memory: 
Women are violent in Grief and Joy. 5 
Like Infants, wail to Death for a fond Trifle, 
Which if not taken from 'em they deſpiſe, 
And throw neglected by. 5 

Arv. Oh cou'd I call ſome few fled Hours back! 
It may not be, I feel a Load of Guilt, 
And all within is Tumult——— 
De Sale remain, and give thy beſt Aſſiſtance 
To that wrong d Fair one——loſt, unhappy Zaida 

Zaid. What, does the King of Terrors pity me? 
Ye mighty Gods, where will you find New Scourges, 
When you infli& ſuch Puniſhments, that Hell 
Feels fome Remorſe, and Fiends themſelves drop Tears ? 
But why do I complain of righteous Heav'n f 
And yet how like a Tyrant Juſtice looks, 
Without her Siſter Mercy by her Side: 
See there he lies all pale and cold; tis Pity, 
Cover him, keep him warm, III bathe his Wounds, 
And hide him in my Boſom from their Fury : 5 © 
Alas, he's vaniſh'd——oh!' ff 

D. Sale. Convey her to Repoſe, conſole her Loſs, 
And meet her Tears with yours, 'twill eaſe her Heart. : 
| Exeunt all but De Sale. 

So, thus the Wind fits fair for Love and Empire; 1 1 
Fools kneel to Fortune, let the Driv'lers wait 
Till Rivers are run dry; my Brain alone 
Faſhions my Fate, and I am my own Fortune. 
I know that Zaida cannot weep for ever; 


„ bo & 


Therefore when Time ſhall lenifie her Grief, f... 


£ ſo” — * x . — pu % i = - r4 X _ , . : : 
9 134 3401s I — ' 14 f 4 4 3 2 L 112 © 4 : \ F 3 % 
Ky 8 


* 


> 222 


i. 


2 
” 


14 


Pipe of Canary, and drink my Wife dry.— 
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She'll thank me for my Vengeance on the Tyrant, 


And gratefully diſcharge her Obligations 
With her fair ſelf then muſt I ſooth her Sorrows, 
And ſoften her to Bliſs with oily Words. 


So when the chaſte Epheſian Matron's Grief 
Wou'd know no Comfort, nor admit Relief, 

Cloſe to her Lord's cold Monument ſhe lay, 

All drown'd in Tears wept the ſlow Hours away. 

But when the bold Centurion gently woo'd, 

The Dame's fair Breaſt with ſofter Wiſhes glow'd, 

She dry'd the mourning Fountains of her Eyes, 

Her riſing Boſom heav'd with warmer Sighs, 

Soon ſhe forgot her bury'd Husband's Charms, | 
And took the living Soldier to her Arms, Exit. 


Enter Herring, Shark, Porpoiſe, Codshead, and ſeveral Mob. 


Omn. Huzza! Liberty and Property, Property and Liberty, 
huzzah ! 

Cod. Hear me Neighbour Shark, there are three Reaſons why 
we all riſe at onò thus like a great Wind firſt and ſecondly 
to preſerve our ſelves unmarry d, and thirdly and fourthly that 


we may live Batchelors. 


Her. Be happy, and be drunk, you Dogs; for we will have no 


Arbitrary Wives to controul our Commands. | - 


Cod. No, no, one and all we'll not be marry d. 

Omn. One and all we'll not be marry c. 
Her, We'll all live and dye Batchelors, and our Childrens Chil- 
dren ſhall have reaſon to pray for us; Il have no Family but a 
full Cellar. 4; : 8 

Cod. We moſt of us came into the World without the help of 
the Perſon. D * 

Por. And we'll walk quietly out ont, without his puſhing. 

Cod. If any one among us is ſo hardy to own himſelf lawfully 
begotten —— 2 7 


Por. He's a Son of a Whoree. 7 
Her. T'll be a Slave to nothing but Sack, I'Il be marry'd to a 


Her. 
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Por. Thou ſhalt be fild brimfull of Wine, then tunn'd up, 


and kept for a rich Cordial when thou art old. 
Her, Matrimony is ſour ſmall Beer, I ha' made an Oath not 
to drink a drop ont PI be true to Sack, conſtant as the 


Turtle to his Mate——*'tis dearer to me than my own Father's 


Wife and Children, and when I dye, ' Il make ſome Proviſion. 


When I dye, let me have 
In a Hogshead my Grave, 
And fill it with racy Canary ; 
Then ye Follyboys come, 
Drink and roar round my Tomb, 
Ill make all the Gooa-fellows merry. 


Look ye, this is no Rebellion, but an Uproar, and I am Lord 


, of Miſrule; 'tis a ſort of a great Riot, when the Youth of the 


Kingdom boil over in Frolick. 
Shark, But my Brother-Citizens, and Sailors, when we have 

mended the Breeches of the Commonwealth, and patcht up the 

State, who will you have for your King, or will you rule your 


. ſelves? | 5 
Por. We'll rule our ſelves, that is, we our ſoverign Lord 


the People will bear Authority over our Sovereign Lord the 


People. 


Cod. Learnedly Argoll'd, therefore I ſay we'll all be Kings. 

Her. You lye like a freſh-water Lubber Lil be your King, 
and govern you all moſt diſfolutely——Sack ſhall govern me, and 
I will govern you, and in order to that I will drink inceſſantly, 
to buoy up my Spirits, and make me fit for Action: 


Sack warms the Veins, 
And cheers the Brains, © 
When I'm drunk, with the Beggar, Im happy: 
Then I revel and ſms, | 
Am an abſolute King : 


2 
Tis the Foy of my Life to be Nappy. 


Cod. 
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39 
Cod. Well then, let us march ſoberly to the Palace. | 
Por. And there moſt humbly 0 0 to our King Arvi- 
ragus, 
Shark That unleſs he will pleafe to let us do what we think 
roper 
: Cod And live like ſober Gentlemen in Common, without any 
Encloſures 
Por, Then we in all Humility beg leave, —— 
Cod. To burn his Palace about his Ears 
Por. Rifle his Treaſury. 
Cod. And kick him down for an Uſurper. 3 
Omn. Ay, ay, let's to the Palace, burn, fire, murther, — 
[ Going off. 
Her. Hold, hold, you moſt outrageous Rebells; Til make a 
Speech firſt am always Eloquent in my Liquor — Gentle- 
men all, Fellow- Citizens, Fellow-Soldiere, Fellow-Sailors, Fel- 
low - Drurw ds, and Fellow-Rebells, if there be Virtue in Sack, 
as ſure there is much, then are we Virtuous, for we are full of 
Sack ils there a Man among us that will refuſe a Bumper, let 
him dye in freſh Water, or become a Toaſt for ſmall Beer; and 
be moſt ſcandalouſly ſupt up by ſome penitential Sinner, who 
cools after drinking as for my poor part, I will with your 
Aſſiſtauce deform the Common- wealth; for tap me, Gentlemen, 
if 'tis not a very great Enormity to ſee your ſober Raſcals walk- 
ing ſteadily about at Eleven at Noon, thoſe ſober Raſcalls will 


* E. the Common- wealth. 


He's a Traytor that thinks, 

He's a true Man that drinks, © | 
Then fill it about, honeſt Fellow : 7 
See, it ſwells o'er the Glaſs, 

And ſmiles in my Face, 
Like my M. Nereſs, tis pleaſant and mellow: 


Il arink and fing, with any Man in the Kingdom — How 
now, what's here? Lawful Authority! then E look tot, if they 


trip you up, they'll find you guilt y of Treaſon. 


Enter 


farewel. 


ucceſsjul Pyrate. 


Enter Boreal, Richardo, and Guards. 


Bor. Topſy turvy faith, the Government upon its Head, and 


reeling drunk too-———Hark ye, ye dirty Rags of Faction, ye 
Knave-Tools—— 
digeſt your Wine and your Grievances, or III ſend ſuch a Show'r 
of leaden Arguments among you as ſhall quiet you, if not con- 
vince you, on 

Her. Hold, hold Admiral; you're always hot and heavy, like 
2 Tailor's Gooſe —Yuppoſe we all deſign to be hang'd to 
prevent our being marry'd, then you are bit, 

Cod. Look ye, I have two Wives already in Old England, and 
I gad Tlov'd'em at firſt, as if Heav'n and Earth wou'd come toge- 
ther, butI care no more for em now, than an Apple's like an Oy- 
ſter ; ſo that if I marry again no body will pity, me they'll ſay 


1 was an old Offender, and wou'd take no Warning. 


Rich. The King commands you inftantly depart, 
Each to your ſeveral Houſe, and ceaſe your Riot, 
His gentle Mercy calls it yet no more; 

If you obey he grants a general Pardon, 

If not, his Sword ſhall juſtifie his Right, 

And take ſevere Revenge on every Traytor. 
Por. A moſt gracious Prince truly. 


Cod, A very gracious Prince, and I forgive him with all my 
Heart. - 9 ; 4 1 
Her. I begin to relent too——we'll obey him, and drink his 
Health in a Bumper —— my dear, de—ar Admiral, tell him LI 
am very ſorry I have offended him, and that I humbly hope in his 
great Mercy he won't marry me——and ſo we bid you heartily 


3 ent. 
Bor. You muſt have Wives, my Friends, to keep you at home, 


and preſerve your little Heads from being perplext with Poli- 


ticks— Look, if the guilty Fools are not all ſtole away already — 


Richardo, we muſt ſearch carefully for the Secret Wind that rais'd 


theſe Waters——1 have long ſuſpe&ed his firſt Favourite De 
Sale, but my Suſpicion muſt, like a Setting Dog, lye cloſe till 


my Net's over him, then let the Game riſe, all is ſafe——Ha! 


Yonder 


— 


Get you all home to ſleep immediately, 


c 
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Yonder goes Tulip, I have obſerv'd of late that poo 

has in vain endeavour to hide Buſineſs in his F . 
truſted him with the Secret, they have done him an Injur/ 
he was never deſign d by Nature for a Plotter Il look into 
him and ſee —the Breaſt of a Fool is tranſparent like Glaſs ; 


His fearful Face his guilty Boſom tells, 
And what he Covers (like clear Streams) Revealss Exeunt: 


The End of the Third Act. 
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SCENE Continues. e 


Euter Tulip and Boreal. 


Bore, Nome, unlock, unlock; how awkwardly the Fool looks 


with a Knave's Coat on —— What Wickedneſs have 


E been meditating? Why is your ſolemn Brow loaded with 
re? 


Tal. Who, I careful? Gad, you are the moſt miſtaken Crea- 
ture 


F Courtly gentle Damon dies, [Sings. 
Let his Monument ſay, 
Both the Tear and the Day, 


When he fell by a Shot from fair Zaida's Eyes. 
Heigh-ho in troth Admiral, Lam moſt deſperately in Love, 


and it whirls about my Head, and makes ſuch work in my Brains; 


LE you juſt now for Piracquo, and was about to tell you 
at WEI | . 

Bore. What? 

Tul. Nay, nothing at all, only—— F Courtly gentle Damon 
die. Oh, I had ſuch a horrible Dream laſt Night of a Gal- 
lows, and Exccution, and Officers of Juſtice ut that they 
fay ſignifies Preferment, Admiral, Ha! come, come, let us be Mer- 
1 Jy Ver / Merry 3 


Let us baniſb all Care and all Sorrow, 
Tull be here ſoon enough Boy to Morrow. 


Humble Servant. | 
Bore, Hold, hold, we muſt not part thus- 
Diſcourſe had you and Piracquo ? : | 
Tul. Who I? as I hope to be Happy in the Arms of the moſt 
* 8 Illuſtrious, 


Oh dear well Sir . I am: Jour moſt | Obedient , and moſt 


IIluſtrious, I have not ſeen him this Age Gad, I don't like 
him ſo well, I believe he's a Traytor. 1 


— — 


K r 


Bore. What Reaſon have you for that? | 
Tul. Lord, Lord, I tell you I am: entirely Ignorant of the 


© whole Matter Did not the Princeſs look moſt triuwphant- 


ly in her Tears to Day, like the Sun in Eclipſe, or the Moon in 
a Cloud, or like fifty Things beſides My Spirits are in a hurry, 
I am hipp d conſumediy— Well Sir, your moſk— 
Bore. Nay, nay, you ſhall not ſtir one Foot from this Spot 
Come, come, deliver your whole Cargo— I know i- 
racquo, like Old Satan, would never converſe with a Fool, but to 
Seduce him. * ry 
Tul. Ay, ay, I perceive you know ſomething of it — Pox 
take his Converſation, I have not flept a wink fince he pour'd his 
damn'd Plot into my Ears, and fill'd me full of Treaſon Ad 


it has fermented and work d within me like new Wine in a crazy 


Cask if it had not broke out at the Bunghole, it wou'd have 
burſt the Hoops —— I am a Traytor d'ye ſee, ahd that is all — 
tis out, thank Heav'n, and I hope you won't Hang me, Admiral. 

Bore, No, provided you Hang all the reſt; don't prove tender- 
mouth'd, ſwear home, and make a full Diſcovery. . 

Tul. Imprimis then, there's my Wife and Piracquo — they 
continually buzz d in my Head ſuch Stories againft my Lawful 
8 they would never give me a Moments Reft till I con- 
ented. 2 

Bore, Envious Fiends! 1 4 

Tul. What cou d I do? the Devil was at one Ear, and the Wo- 
man at the other, who cou d help falling? 

Bore. How many are there, and who? Name em. 

Tul. Why there are o my Acquaintance , De Sale, Chicane, - 
Piracquo, Jollyboy and my Wife Lydia, don't forget her; cou'd 
not one, Admiral, upon this grand Occaſion of Impezching, throw 


in a Friend or two one has an old Grudge at, ox fo? 


Bore. "You'll have Bufineſs enough within the Compaſs of 


Truth — Where do they meet? 


Tul. At Eight this Evening at Piracquo's Houſe. 
Bore. Have you heard none of their Inſtruction?? 
Tul. Yes, I remember at bur laſt Conference ( tho then my 


* 


Fear had almoſt extinguiſh'd-my Pr the Caſtle * 


nd * 
ST 


be ſef2d at Ten this Evening, when the Guards were to be re- 
_ Hevd— Arviragus Aſſaſſinated, the whole Iſland plunder d, and 


feed Crows | 
thy Forchead, Care breeds Wrinkles; thou ſhalt not turn Pendu- 


ſure, we are all five to be Rulers, to have an equal ſhare in the 
_Government—-What is that hard Word you call it, Piracquo? 


The Wucceſsful Pyrate. 


all who offer'd any Reſiſtance, or were found in Arms, mur- 
ther d And further this Deponent faith not. = 

Bore. Keep your Appointment, that they may entertain no Suf- 
picion of the leaſt Diſcovery—— precious Villains! they ſhall 
- diſcharge thy Brows of their Burthen, ſmooth 


lum this bout— attend thy Helliſh Committee; I'll wait on you 
with an Equipage ſhall ſet all right again. Exit. 
Tul. So, now have I, like a deepPolitician, ſecur d my ſelf both 


Ways if the Plot ſucceeds I ſhall be one of the Glorious Re- 
Norers of the Liberties of the People be an eminent Patriot--- 


and if it miſcarries I ſhall have a Statue erected for my Fidelity 
to my Prince. | | [ Exit, 


SCENE Piracquo's Houſe. | 
Euter De Sale, Piracquo, Jolly boy, Chicane. 


De dale. Where's Tulip? has the Clock ſtruck ? 
Pirac. Tis not yet Eight. 
De Sals. Between the mighty Thought and Execution 


Of ſome great Deed—— Time hangs his leaden Wings, 


And drives the lazy Hours but ſlowly on, 
For heavy ExpeRation clogs the Wheels. 
Pirac. Here comes our Friend and Brother. y 


Sir Gaudy, Welcome. 3 | 
Tul. Gentlemen your Creature to the Centre You ſee I 
follow you Punctually — Les Faith, PunQually —— 


as to Day did Yefterday----- true as your Shadows— in troth, 


- 


I am wonderfully alert my Friends 
to Action 


ly ſort of an Employment for a Gentleman. 
Jolly. No, no, not at all my Jolly-Heart , my Boy of Plea- 


Come, come, let us 


Pirac. 


3% 


7 » 


yet methinks, the cutting Throats is but a ſloven- 


under the glorious Cauſe ? 
Tal. Tremble ! No, Sir, not at all I put 'em to Death! 
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Pir. A Pentarche The Model is all new, a Foundation 
upon which no Government on Earth was ever built before — 
I know 'twill proye auſpicious. 

De Sale. I know. ye all, tis therefore vain and idle 
To hope to move your Minds with trifling Words, 

Who jumpt at once, like the great Wheels of Time, 
Into one Movement for Immortal Liberty. 

Tal. In good ſerious my Heart begins to ſink again, I cannot 
keep it up —1 with Boreal would make haſte with his Myrmi- 
dons, I ſhall be hurry'd away here into ſome curſed Affair or 
other. 148 l Aide. 

De Fale. Hear only how you are difpos'd, and then 
Let Action follow Reſolution's Laws. 

You, P:racquo, muſt head thoſe Guards we have brought over 
to us, and ſcize the Palace I will, in the mean time, with 
this Ponyard ſecure Arviragus; you, Jollyboy, muſt open the 
Doors of your Treaſury, and fling Rewards among the hot- 


brain d Populace - while you, Tulip, at the Head of our Banditti, 


and the diſcontented Sea- men, ſeize all who make Reſiſtance, 
and put em to immediate Death. | 


Tul. Sir! | 


De. Sale. What, do-you-tremble? Does your Courage quail 
I wou'd not think it. 


Damn'd Rogue! he makes my Back ake conſumedly. 
De Sale. Have you not ſworn to take your equal Share 
In this great Enterprize for Power and Fame, 7 


And do you ſhrink how Action calls you forth? i 


I gave you this great part only ta try you. 
The Fire has prov'd you baſe and ſqualid Fear 
Sits ſhaking in your Front——My Fellow-Patriots, 


This Miſcreant will betray us, if he has not; 


It is not fit he live we muſt prevent him, 


And ſacrifice him to the publick Good. 


What, will you carbonado me 


Tul. For Heav'ns Sake 
alive? Nay, nay, as you are Gentlemen - 


confeſs that I have IN 
| Euter 


* 


will cut Throats or do any thing Oh ſpare my Lise, I do 


5 tee! ? Why, I teh you, I am an Evidence 


; thy Fongue, there's a Decree derne thee—— What' 5 all this 
for- 8 Hale] Admiral? | G oF 


» 


acceſsfu ate. 


Enter Boreal, Guard: and Soldiers, who ſeize em all. 1 


> 

Bor. Gentlemen, at ten this Evening you were to be in pol 
ſeſſion of the Palace, 

You ſhall keep your Words, I will conduct you thicher, 
Villain De Hale, thou wert thy Maſter's Sin, 

And therefore juſtly might have proy'd his Ruin. 
Viper, to ſting the Boſom that had warm'd thee, 

And rais'd thce from the Earth to Wealth and Honours, ' 
Bis ſecond in the Throne; be dumb, black Fiend, 

It beſt becomes thee—ſullen,: loomy Traytor. 

Chic. Why. we are all. nonſuited Tl have a Noli proſe 2 
what, wou'd you take Poſſeſſion vi & armis. Gentlemen, don't 
be diſcomfited, I'll bring you off; bearing of Arms in this Caſe 
is not High Treaſon; look into Stat. 25. Edu. III. there tis 


plain, Sir. 


Joll. Cods lo, my Jolly Boys, all undone, Faith blown 


up at once, like your great * Well, well, I am ſatiſ. 


fy'd, my brisk Boys, I ſhall fare as the good Company does. 


Ha, ha,— We ſhall be chain'd like your City-Poſts—— We 


ſhall be compleatly dreſs'd, have Stockings of Iron —.— en 
of the ſame— 


Tul.. And Neckeloths of emp Gad, you came in \ the 


nick, Admiral, or I had been minc'd by theſe bloody-minded 
Ruffians—— What now, Gentlemen, what, you are Oy 


Don't He know me, prithee be quiet, Friend. 


'Sdeath, Sir, i you ſtir a Limb, I ſhalt ſend a Brace of 
Plats thro? your Jaws ſnall ſpoil your ſinging. 


Tal. Good lack, ven are miphey uchy— Derr Bir, oblige 


me ſo far to drop your Bull. dog a little—— ir makes my Sto- 


mach ſick Why, Boreal, Admira} pox, can't you a nor 


I peach. + 
bie. Sir, you can be no Legal Evidence in this Caſe ; dis 
contra formam Statut”. - 


” Tut. Prithee, Paper- worm, tie up thy Tarte; that is, hold 


| Bor. 


<u_ — ——— ” 2 2 . oo EIS. ooo 


of. 


I. 


Break on the chalky Cliffs—there ſtands the Palace, 


The Succeſsful Pyrate. 47 


Bor. No, Faith, we have Evidence enough without you, and 
* you know, Sir Gaudy,) make the beſt Company in the 
orld, 25 

Tul. Did not you promiſe me >— Who the Devil ſhall turn 
true Traytor to ſerve you for the future — Admiral, Admiral, 
all that is dear to me on Earth, my Complexion and my 
oaths, III ſwear you into the Plot, it you don't do the fair 


thing. . 
[ Exzt. 


Bor. Come, Soldiers, bring 'em along. 
Tul. Hyrcanian Tyger! Go, relentleſs as the Rocks and 
Winds— but Winds are ſtill, and Rocks are calm again 
Ah Tulp, Tulip, muſt this Breath, that ſhou'd have gone out 
in a Sigh, expiring at the Feet of my Princeſs, be rudely ſtopt 
by vile Plebeian Hemp Muſt theſe Eyes ceaſe to gaze, this 
Shape to charm, theſe Legs to lead a Minuet e 
Sold. Come along, Sir, I can't wait to hear you complement 
your (elf. | 5 | 
Tul. Vou are a dirty Clown, refuſe a Man in Affliction a So- 
liloquy- - Well, I will die like a Gentleman tho poſitive- 
ly I cannot endure to think ont. [Exeunt. 


SCENE A Grove. 
Enter Zaida and Semanthe. 


: .# , 
Sem. Madam, you muſt not thus indulge your Grief, 


Duty and Love forbid it, while you thus 


Tread oer the Grave of your dear murder'd Love; 

I fear you cannot bear too ſharp Reflection, 

It will again diſtract the wounded Senſe. | 
Zaid. No, no, my Blood rides on its chryſtal Streams 


 Unmoy'd, my Eyes are dry, my Senſes ſound, 


And yet, believe me, Memory remains _ 
This is the glorious Light, and Shay the Air; 
Yonder the foamy Waters of the Sea 


And this, ev'n this, is that ill-fated Spot, 
Where poor Aranes fell——— ev'n here he lay 


Welcring 


\ 


1 


To give him back - -- 
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+ 
Weltring in Blood You ſee I talk it cooly, _ 
Diſtinguiſh, think What a Companion's Thought +! 
In Miſery like mine ? „0 


Sem Inexorable Death hears not your Sighs, 
Nor will regard your Tears. 

Zaid. | ask not a Return, I know he's gone 
For ever, and for ever will I mourn. 
When the poor Turtle's raviſh'd from her Mate, 
The little Widow pines her Life away 
prithee, Maid, lend me a ſocial Fear ; 
My burning Heart drinks the warm Spirits up, 
And, Miſer-like, denies my Eyes a Drop. 

Sem. Wou'd but our Tears bribe the remorſeleſs Graye 


aid. Tis falſe, he is not dead, 
Yonder he rides upon a Purple Cloud, 


Cloath'd in ſoft Light—ſee, ſee, he fteals the Thunder 


From nodding Zove—— and now he ſtrikes the Tyrant. 
Thus, thus he falls to Earth Ve riſing Sweets, 
Ye ſpringing Flow'rs, cool Glades, and talking Rills, 

Soft Mulick, finking down, ſeraphick Peace 

Lull my dear Love co Reſt. 


Aranes enters at the upper End. 


Sem. Sce yonder thro' the Trees your Lord Aranes, 


Look there he comes Oh Horror and Amazement ! 


= * o 2 


Zaid. Have I then rais'd him from the peaceful Grave? 


*Tis he, tis my Aranes, or my Eyes 


Wou'd cheat me with the pleaſing dear Illuſion, 
O ſave me, good Semanthe, or I ſink. 
My trembling Knees deny their friendly Aid; 
Hide me, 'tis all a flatt*ring faithleſs Dream 
Aran. Thus let me fly to fayeher, thus thro' Death, 
And all the darkſome Tertots'df the'Grave, © © 
I break to guard my Love. Oh! tis tob much, 
And her o er- burden d Mind finks with the Weight. 


Awake, my Love thy loſt Aranes folds thee; 


— 


And Life and Joy, likethe Hrſt Dawn ef Light: 
Chears our reviving Loye, ; Zaid. 


id. 


As the glad:Years; 


; , 
With thy poor murder d Frignf®: ? 
e- . : 
vs | 4. 4 
U 
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 Zaid. Yes, "ris his Voice or full the raviſh'd Fancy 
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* | o 


Holds hard the loy'd Idea—Here I ſee him, 
His pleaſing Image joys the dying Senſe 


Or is it but an Antepaſte of Heay'n ! 


Tis no deluding Villon—tis my Lord, 

Aranes is return d Say, quickly ſay, 

How wert thou reſcu'd from the Jaws of Death? 

What Miracle preſervd thee ? Yet my Eyes, 

Yet they demand thee all—I cannot hear. 

O my exulting Heart, how ſhall this vaſt 

Extravagance of boundleſs Joy be born? 7 
Aran. O Zaida, be aſſur d, excelling Maid, 

Thy Virtue is the Care of Providence. 

Zaid. How has good Heay'n preſery'd thee ? Say, Aranes, 

The tuneful Orbs, Celeſtial Harmony, 

Wou'd be rude Diſcord to the pleaſing Tale. 


Aran. When laſt we parted, on this very Spot 


The Guards attackt us; the declining Day, 

Like a weak Taper, ſhot imperfect Light. 

We ſtood prepar'd to fell our Lives like Men. 
Firmly we fought, and dealt Deſtruction round us; 
When a ſharp Javelin's Point ſtruck to the Heart 
My valiant Friend ——Pious Alvares fell, 

Into my Arms he fell. | 

The Miniſters of Vengeance ſtraight retir'd, 

And thought they had perform'd their bloody Orders, 
Miſtaking him for me——The glimmering Twilight, 
Which fecbly glar'd upon us thro” the Tres, 


Improv'd their Error. 


Zaid. And reſtor'd to me 


My Life, Aranes; yet a grateful Tear 
Is due to brave Alvarez. 


: 
* 


Aran. It is, my Lqyę, nor muſt exceſſive Joys 
f ; w e on ckis great Day 5 
(Tho' it gave Zaidg/to my Arms) deny 


A Tributary Tear to good Alvarez. 


Zaid. Eternal Reacr attend him But ſince then 6 096703 
How didſt thou waſte the miſarable Hou 72 


ec 51 | 
Aran. 
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Aran, All the remaining melancholy Night 

I ſpent in pious Rites on my Alvarez, | 

And bury'd in the Sands the bleeding Body. 
Zaid. Yet art thou undiſcover'd, art thou ſafe ? 

For I can feel no Fears but for thy Safety. 
Aran. I am, and owe it to the generous Mind 

Of gallant Boreal; he, with noble Pity, 

Saw my diſtreſt Condition, call'd me Friend, 

With hoſpitable Arms reſtor'd a Wretch 

Abandon'd to Deſpair, and fed my Hopes : 

Ey him I Ilcarnt the cruel King repents, 

And that De Sale proy'd to us both a Villain, 

And urg'd his Maſter's Rage but he is fallen 

By his own Arts. \ 
Zaid. My Vows are anſwer'd; ey'n the vaſt Extent 

Of all my deareſt Wiſhes is compleatz 

And the good Gods, to make the Bleſſing greater, 

Can only make it thus——unchangeable. | 

Aran. My dancing Spirits feel thy tuneful Words, 
And nimbly courſe ch 

As when brisk Muſick warms the ſluggiſh Blood 

There is but one thing now looks inauſpicious : 

During the bloody Conflict of laſt Night, 

A Soldier tore that Bracelet from my Arm, 
Which with uncommon Care I always wore. 
Thou know'ſt, my Zaida, 'twas my Mother's Gift, 
My dying Mother bound it o'er my Arm; 
Receive, ſaid ſhe, thy valiant Father's Pledge, 

He whom thy Eyes ne er ſaw bequeath'd thee this, 
Good Fortune will be conſtant while you keep, 

But when you loſe it, changeable and bad. 

I am not ſuperſtitious, yet methinks 

*T is ominous, and ſomewhat touches me. 


— 


We have exhauſted all our evil Fate, 
Drank up the bitter N and now methinks 
I ſee the ſhining Hours advance fond Love 


ro their ſmall winding Channels; 


Triumphant draws em up——his roſy Cheek 
Smiles, like the genial God of Light, on all- 


aid. No, no, our ſullen Days are fled like Clouds, by; 


11 


He 


He 
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He leads his Favourites from the noiſie Crowd, 
To reſt for ever on his purple Wings. ö 
Aran. Tis wronging thee to think of Sorrow now, 


Joy without Art ſmiles in each beauteous Feature, 
I 5 


e that primeval Innocence and Truth, 
When the gay World was young, and free from Fraud. 


Thus in thoſe happy guiltleſs Days of old, 
Ere mercenary Love was bought and ſold, 
As his chaſte Heart inſpir'd, each happy Swain 
Choſe ſome bright Maid upon the flow'ry Plain; 
No Sums were by hard Fathers ask'd or paid, 
Or meanly barter d for the lovely Maid; 
Like ours their mutual Hearts were join'd by Heav'n, 
And Love for Love, the Gods great Dowry, giv'n. 


[ Exeunt. 
The End of the Fourth A CT. 
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SCENE A Court of Juſtice. 
Enter Mr. Fuſtice Bull preceded by a Tiptaff,, two Council, 
Mr. Serjeant Dolt for ihe Ring, ard Mr.Smooth for the Priſe= T 
| ners. The Priſoners chain d on one ſide of the Stage. | fo 
ö 775. A KE room there, make Room for the Court. on 


Judge. Well, what have you to ſay Mr. Serjeant 
againit the Priſoners at the Bar, for if no Body appears againſt 
'em, look ye, we muſt ejther acquit em, or condemn 'em. 


* Chic. Sir, I diſpute the Juriſdiction of the Court, Ill have a 

Habeas Corpus, and a. Certisrari to remove the Body, and the 

| Cauſe. Sir. © x 

18 Judge. We ſhall hang you Sir, we ſhall make you feel the 

| 12 of the Court, and after that, if you don't acknow- | 

| edge it, I am miſtaken. Go on Mr. Serjeant. 5 0 

| | SH May it pleaſe your Lordſhip, and you Gentlemen of 

| the Jury, the Priſoners at the Bar ſtand indicted, for that they tl 

i the ſaid Priſoners PreditZ die, Predict Menſis, &c. Scandaloſe ſ⸗ 

3 & Malitioſe Conſpiraverunt & Conſultaverunt Unanimiter (An- T 
glice one and all) Murthrare & overthroware Conſtitutionem fi 
Noaſtram, (Anglice our Conſtitution) contra formam Statut, &c. 
My Lord, we haye yery full Proof that the Prifoners at the Ba "bi 
did all meet; that upon that Meeting they did conſult, there is A 


the Conſpiracy, and the Conſultation: Now they wanted no- 
thing but an Opportunity to put theſe their bloody Deſigns in 


Aﬀt——And my Lord, if there is no Oyert-AQ, yet I do ſay It 
that their Intentions were declaratiye of an Overt-Act. | v 
Smooth. If your Lordſhip pleaſes to favour me with one Word, 

on the other Side; 1 am Council in this Cale for the Priſoners, (I 
hope what TI ſhall ſay in Defence of my Clients won't be taken = 


otherwiſe than as my Brief inſtructs me for their Defence, 

if innocent.) =p: | 

Jae. No, no, Sir, you have fret Liberty to ſay any thing for 

your Clients, provided you ſay nothing that ſhall diſpleaſe the 

Court, or in Defence of the Priſoners at the Bar, 
| | 7 Smooth, 
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* S400th, 1 humbly thank your Lordihip - 


Serj. But my Lord, with entire Submiſſion to your Lord» | 


ſpip's Judgment--- | 

Smooth. Mr. Serjeant, I did not break in upon you. 

Serj. Pray Sir, give me Leave 4 

Smooth. With your Fayour, Sir——my Lord, in this Caſe 
Serj. Pray Sir, 1 am Council for the King 
Theſz 


Confpirators, my Lord the Indi&ment ſpecially ſets. 


forth like wife, Quod compaſſuvert & imaginati fuere Deſtrucki- 
onem Domini Regis (Anglice, the Deſtruction of the King ). 
Smooth. Tell the Cook I wou'd have the Veniſon well ſoak'd, 


and dye hear a Pudding in the Belly of the Hare; you remem- 


ber the ſix Dozen of the Red Burgunay, the ſame we drank 
Yeſterday. 
My Lord, what Mr. Serjeant offers, tho' it bears the Face of an. 
Argument; yet with Submiſſion I pray Leave to object in half 
a Word— eb ES # Cai <2 


ons. | 
Smooth. I have done my Lord--But here is no Proof of any 
thing but a naked Meeting and bearing Arms. Now the Statute 
ſays, Mes ſoit adjuge Felony pu Treſpaſſe ſelonque le Ley de 
Terre auntientment 1 . And ſoꝰtwas reſ6lv*d in Parliament the 
fifth of Henry IV. the Earl of Northumberland's Caſe. 
Serj. The Earl of Noribumberland's Caſe is very well known 


hut here let me tell you Voluntas Reput abitur pro Facto, 


as in the Cafe of Gooſe and Pennyfeather. 


Judge. Ay, i Sit; we will take the Will for the Deed 


4s it not the ſafeſt Way ts prevent Miſchief. Look ee, wou'd 


it not be Madneſs torduffer audacious Rebels to run on' till there 


were ſome Proof of their Villany? 


Smooth. But with Submiffion, my Lord, it appears in che 
Caſe of King Efes, before the Conqueſt, and in Heveriy's 
enen OT; nt: 728181. 


2 1 


| RE I" Mr. Smooth, why will you carry things ſo 


” "Smooth. I. don't infiſt on theſe Caſes; but my Lord, this is 
à very heavy Charge that is br 


breught againſt my Clients, the 


Frifoners at the Bar ; their Eftater, heir Lives, their Families 
L235 M1 | : 5 \ ; at 


[To a Servant behind him. 


Judge. Sir tis paſt twelve a Clock —I will hear no Objecdi- 


* 


Duty fer your Client Fiat Juſtitia Currat Lex. 
Tul. Sir, Sir, you know my Caſe----Here is a fmall Parcel of 
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at Stake But Mr. Ser jeant Dolt has ſtated the Objection as 
thus, my Lord — Either there has been an. Overt-Act; or there 
has been no Overt · Act; if there has bcen no Overt- Act, what 
Overt- Act has there been? 8 

Chic. That's right, let em ſtick to their Apertum Fattum — 
prove that. E Ae 71 pz? Hier d Wes 
Judge. Why, if they are guilty of Treaſon, they are guilty 


7 


of Treaſon, Mr. Smooth, whether they have committed any - 


Overt- Act or no; for a Perſon may be guilty of an Act look'ee 
without doing, or thinking of it · Provided always there be 
a Legal Pratt. | 0 

Smooth, I ſubmit to your Lordſhip's great Judgment, but---- 


Judge. Look'ce, Mr. Smcoth, Iam reſoly'd before-hand to 


hang 'em all; ſo if you have any thing further to ſay in their 
Defence, Heav'n forbid I ſhou'd hinder you from doing your 


dumb Orators, let m prevail with you to throw in one Word 


= 


more for your moſt Obedient= — 

Ah [Coming forward to Mr. Smooth. 
Smooth. It ſhall be done----Hem---- 
Tal. I ſhoy'd have been an Evidence, Sir, for I diſcover'd the 
whole Matter, but I recciv'd the maſt ungentleman-like Uſage. 

Smooth. Enough, enough, IIl take care of youu. 
I beg Leave only to trouble the Court one half Quarter of a 


Minute, in behalf of Sir Caudy Tulip, one of the Prifoners at 


the Bar- My Lord, my Client is now in the feyenty fifth 

Year of his Age. TORIES Fs | | 
Tul. What is that to the Purpoſe? What has he to do 
with one's Age? . : 


1 
- Smooth. And he has, for above threeſcore Years laſt paſt, been 


_ happily diſtinguiſh'd by all the politer World for a Gentleman of 


very eſegant Dreſs, and Addreſs----(Anglice a Beau) in that 
Character he has run through all the neceſſary Courſes, he has been 


duped by his Miſtreſſes Friends and Companions; he has been 


a conſtant Bubble to his Vanity, and when his Glaſs wou'd give 


him Credit no longer, he has been flatter'd by his own Foot- 
men-. - Now, my b \ 

the Court, and if Mr. Serjeant can ſhew in all his Books one | 
E 5 3 * by Precedent 


ord, I muſt appeal to your Lordſhip, and 


- as an” 
— 


5 
Py — a, Sr two wo. 0G 


>) 


p 
V 


We ventur'd hard, but Fortune has undone us. 
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Precedent ef a Gentleman in his Character, that ever was, or 
ſuſpetted to be, or before my unfortunate Client accus'd of being 
2 Plotter——why, Pl] give up the whole Cauſe; tho' my Clients 
Life depends upon't——For, my Lord, tis contrary to the very 
Nature of the Creature, a Conſpirator is always fierce, bloody, 
ſecret, active, and intrepid; a Beau is gentle, tender, open, indo- 


lent, and meek——the one is affable and free, the other cloſe and 


thoughtful 


In ſhort, my Lord, tis oppoſite to the common 


"Reaſon of Things——the general Conſent of Mankind, and the 


Law of Nature. Yet further, my Lord, let the Gentlemen 


ümpannel'd on the. Jury look ſtedfaſtly in his Face, and if they 
can with . Conſcience, let 'em declare whether they think it poſ- 


fible he ſhou'd be guilty of what is here laid to his Charge 


— 


thereſore I humbly hope Judgment may not paſs as to his Parti · 


cular. 
Tal. Beſides, my Lord, I was to be an Evidence, I was to 


peach, | $064 | 
Codſo, I had like to have made a 


Fudge. Ay, ay, tis true; 
Miſtake; tis true, he is the King's Evidence-— 
Tul. I am infinitely oblig'd to your Lordthip—- - . 
What a curſed Miſtake wou'd here have been; tis ten to one it 
came into his Bullet Head before I was hang!d.. | [Afade. 
Judge. Well, but Sir Gaudy, you ſwearithen point blank, 
and generally to every Particular Article in the Indictment, a- 
gainſt the Priſoners at the Barrtn?g?mͤdnen 
Tulip. Yes, my Lord, to every Particular, if there were twen- 
ty & cæteras more in it. | 


Chic. I fling in my Writt of Appeal, Til not be try d by 


our dumpling Headed Judges, nor your Pack'd Jury neither, 
: Fudge. — now! how 186 what, do you hr” hal the Court ? 
take him away take him away: there. TE 
Chic, Remember, remember tis contrary to Magna Charta, 
and the Liberty of the Subject. Ie: an 9s 
Judge. So, we ve done, return em to. Goal, and expect a 


Warrant for Execution: 


n 7 its: G 

De Sale. Ye empty Tools of Arbitrary Power, 
Why do you uſe theſe ſilly Forms of Juſtice 

Oh Piracquo.— 9 | 


: 
. c 


. * a "a 
JS F 
* 


you'll excuſe me I hope, that I can't offi 


”, 


44 Wy — VF a | 


Pirac: Ay, Fortune. and, that Dae Thing, Sir 


Candy. 
Tul. You are merry Contlemen, I with you a good Journeys 


7575 ¹ 


Iy wait on you. 
Tipſt. Ma ke way there, make way for my Lord Judge. 


Judge. Come Wer, come, really I am afraid our Dinner 


will be ſpoy | d. 7. o Serjeant Dolt.] LExeunt. 


SCENE changes 10 4 Grove. 


Arviragus al Neuer 4 alone. 


1 Yet ere this buſie Form's teſoly 4 to Air, 
Yet——let me think but when I inwards turn 
The piercing Probe, and backwards trace the Scene 
Of Blood and Rapine— my diſtracted Mind 
Wou'd, like the Viper, hide her Monſtrous Brood 0 
From Heav'n and Earth: And yet repentant Tears 3 
Might cleanſe and waſn theſe erimſun Stains away 3 
They might; but Oh! my ſtony Heart, Obdurate 
Merits not Mercy' s gentle Touch; but once 
The Stony Rock, ſtruck by the Propher s Wand, 
Pour'd forth a limpid Stream. No more No. more— © 
Reflection wounds me worſe: than Death; Deſpair 
Is a moſt ugly Friend ——— Aranes, oh! 
Ay there he ſtands, faſt by the Throne of Grace, 
A bleeding Nn Evidence an me. 


Euter Boreal. 


Who' 8 PO ? Ha! Barat 5 welcome; _ Ga * 
Have fought together, when the ſhatter'd-Ri 
La 1 on the Bloody Deck / d,ỹ Milts - . 1 % bo ; 
Shot By the Board, and Deathiit varies For e 

Lookt ghaſtly to appale our conſtant Heart 


1 


{ , 
ns 1 
U - * Ul 


2 
WW 
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Yet thea I knew'no Fear; —— He comes it, Sade, X 
That now I feel an inmateiFoe who fes mee 
1 tell thee that I tremble a at £208 ſelf. = Mp» F iG 


— 
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n 


Feel, ere this Phyfick;h 
1 | 


fs ”y 


Bor, My Lord, what you call Fear is only Spleen, 
Perhaps the Fumes of indigeſied Food. ROM 5 

Arv. Aye! | 
We know tis Conſtitution all; the Blood 
Stands cold, a ſluggiſh Puddle, in our Age, 

And breeds theſe Agne Nampe, like Marſhy At, | 
No more, I am ſatisfy'd Well, to your Buſineſs 

Bor. I came to ask your Warrant, Royal Sir, ES 
For Execution of thoſe Criminals 
Our Law has judg'd worthy the Pains of Death. 

Arv. Ha, ha, what Right? what Royalty's in me? 
Death! who muſt Die? what, muſt my Fellow-Creatures, 
Becauſe they bravely wou'd no longer bear 
A ſingle Perſon's overweening Pride, 

And Power uſurp'd: What, muſt they die for this? 
Oh! Boreal, I am fick of my own Folly, 
The gaudy Bubble breaks, this Toy Ambition 


Is idler than a Feveriſh Dream, or Infant's Wiſh. 


Bor. You rightly hold your Power, and juſtly uſe it. 
Arv. What haſt thou learnt, Old Friend, to flatter too ? 
Nay, then this Air's Infectious. | 
Bor. No, let thoſe gilded Flyes buz in the Sunſhine, 
Who cannot live without it; my good Sword | 
Will feed me, Sir I need not ſell my Words. 
Aru. Well but I have a Friend wou'd commune with me 
Alone, he ſays, a clamorous Boſom Friend; 
Leave me, good Boreal ——= | , 
Bor. But one Word more, and I obey my Lord; 
Theſe Jewels, worthy. to be worn by Kings, 
| [I &ͥ ves him à Bracelet of Jewels. 
And deck a Diadem; I found this Morning 5 
In the Poſſeſſion of à private Soldier, 
And ſeiz d em for my Royal Maſter's Ule.,, _ 
His Noble Spirit's touch d with deep Remorſey, | |. = 
Now, now's the Criſis Aid him, candid. Virtus 
Fair Daughter of the Gade, and give him Strength; - [fie>, 
Oh what Revullions muſt his burning Blood UAIVIY 3 7h 1 
— Heyde, Sir? 


- 
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Again, I ask, in che high Name of Heavn, 


Retrieve the 
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Nee. Ne. 


Arv. As one who Labours up the Stream, is thrown- 
By ſtronger Waves yet further from the Shore; 
Why do you heap on this ſuperfluous Guilt, 
J had enough before to fink a Nation 
Lelmane dropt this Sacred Pledge from Heav'n, 
A living Witneſs of my per jur'd Luve. _ 
Where had the Soldier this? it ſhakes my Soul. 
Bor. He tore it from Aranes* bleeding Arm. 
Arv. Aranes whom I murder'd! That Aranes! 
Bor. From that unhappy Youth, whoſe Fll-tim'd Love 
Made him a Sacrifice to your Command. For 
Arv. Thou ly'ſt, old Dotard This is falſe as Hell. 
Oh Heav'n, and Earth! what, wou'd you load my Soul 
With filial Murder — Yet 'tis juſt, ye Powers, 
From my Youth: upwards, double dy'd in Blood, 
At length I've finith'd the whole Tragick Scene, 
Aud turn'd the Reeking Point on my own Off- ſpring; 
Whip me ye Fiends, plunge me in Seas of Sulphur: - 
Let your Eternal Fancies work New Torments, 


And add em to the Pains of Hell But here; 


Oh here I feel 'em all— Hah, Boreal there 
Look, there's a Sight—— _ | 

[ Aranes and Zaida coming forwards in the Grove, 

We _ guarded by Officers 

Why do's the Air take that Tremendous Form 


Now they advance —- Oh bury me, ye Rocks! 


Hide me, ye Mountains— Iis not in Feeble Nature 


Io ſtand this dreadful Shock. | 


Bor, Recover your Amazement, Sir, he lives, 
Aranes lives, by me preſerv'd, and here 
Diſmiſs the Terrors of. your troubled Mind, 
And be your ſelf again. 


Aran. Shipwreck'd, and caſt by Fortune on your Shores, 1 
Your Hoſpitable Care It well becomes 
Tour Truſt, to guard the Innocent and Stranger, 


If your reviving Reaſon feels her Error, 
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The Sucteſsful Pyrate. 


Ariſe the Patron, and the Guard of Virtue,  _ 

Bright Seeds of Honour ſeem inclos'd and lock'd | 

Within the Caſt of Cuſtom, and a rough 

And lawleſs Habitude of Ill, like Jems, 

They ſhoot a Luſtre thro' the Gloom of Night. 

Arv. Joy, Wonder, Fear, Amazement, all at once, 

Burſt on my Soul, and tear my trembling Frame. 

Oh *tis the Voice of Heay'n— Illuſtrious Youth, 

Eternal Mercy's ward: How didſt thou ſcape 

A Barb'rous Tyrant's Rage? but a New Scene 

Breaks on my Raviſh'd Tongue, and bids me ask 

What Miracle firſt brought you to Laurentia ? 

Aran. You've heard from Indian Shores, the Raging Seas 

Drove your Unhappy Captives to this Port. 

 Arv. From India, right; Were you of Noble Blood > 
Aran. An Omrah's Houſe, the Valiant Arzaſpes 

Gave Being to my Mother. CER" | 
Arv. Oh Boreal, Boreal! | Turning in Tranſport to Boreal. 

You talk'd of Ariaſpes, Sir, and India. 

Your Mother too was call'd — 

Aran. Zelmane. 
obe, Arv. My Hopes, my Joys are juſt; let me Embrace thee. 
| Propitious Heav'n! "AY . 
Aran. Say where fore, Sir, is all this Curious Search? 

What means my Sympathetick Heart, 

That joyns his Joy, and ſeems to aid his Tranſports. [Aſide. 
Arv. Your Father was not Born in India too? 'S 
Aran.. My Father was a Briton, as your ſelf, 

Averio call'd ; Brave, but Unfortunatmm 

Reſtleſs, like the Great Orb of Light: He roll'd 

Around the Globe, and in the Weſtern Ocean, 

Like him he ſet; the Ocean was his Grave, 

For his o'er-travell'd Ship founder'd: at Se, 

And weary'd ere his Mighty Spirit flagg'd, n 
Arv. Bear it ye Winds upon your Balmy Wings 

Sound the loud Mouth of Fame; let her big Trump, 

Around the Concave Vault, the Arch of Heav n, na 

riſe. In never-dying Ecchoes ſtill repeat. _ e 

My never dying Foy! Welcome my Sen: [ Embracing him. 

The Gods immediate Gift—— _ Bounteous Heav'n ! 8 | 

* | 2 us 
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Thus let me Kneel o burthen d with 3 
And pay the worthleſs Tribute of 


My grateful humble Thanks for 4 Mercies RAR > 
Zaid. New Scenes of Wonder fill the Raviſh'd Senſe, 


| Aranes, Heay*n is ftill the 8 of Virtue. 


Aran. Still have I felt a cntial Awe, 
Which when I call'd you Tyrant, check'd my Tongue. 
Yet Fame reported that your ſhatter'd Bark 
Periſh'd at Seaz and that you ſhar'd her F ate. 
[Arv. takes another Bracelet, that he wears, from his Arm. 

Arv. She periſh'd on the Seas, but with our Boat 
We reach'd another Veſſel I commanded, 
And ſteer'd ſucceſsfully to this Fair Ifle. 


But here, Oh here's an Everliving Proof, 


This Bracelet is the Counterpart of this, 
Theſe we exchang'd, when I, and chaſte Zelmane, 
Your Beauteous Mother, were by Fate divided 
Behold the plated Side, in double Hearts 
Wrought by the Graver's Skill, theſe W 
Averio, and Zelmane; till I chang'd 
The Name my Father gave me, for Og, 
I was call'd Fvero, . 
Aran. There is no room for doubt, each wondrous Word | 
Recalls my Mother's Story to my Mind: 
And while I view you thus with eager Eyes, 
I trace that Image which Zelmane wrought, 8 
Whieh yet ſurvives within my Memory, 
Let there is one Debt due to Virtue ſtill, 
Let this fair Favourite ſhare the Bleſſing with me, 
Shake off that fatal Paſſion; give me, Sir, 
Without a Rival now to Za s Arms. 

Arv. I had reſolv'd before to quench this F lame, 
Tho in Eternal Night bright Zaida 256 
Live then Unrival' d, live Aranesr* 
Behold Aranes, ſec, her rifing Joys 
Suffuſe around her Face a bluſhing Licht 
Such as the Morning Sun gives opening 


Now I hol her with the purer Flame. 
with wed chalt 


Jrds appear, 
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The Succeſsful Pyrate. 
As Angels feel, or Souls of ancient Friends, 
The groſſer Particles of Earth diſmiſt. 

Zaid. And ſuch Rewards as Filial Piety, 
As Angels feel, or Souls of ancient Friends 


Receive from the juſt Gods, be yours for ever. 
Arv. But ſay, did you unwounded then eſcape 


The barb'rous Orders of my jealous Love? 


Bor. O, Sir, you open now a Wound that blceds 
Aﬀre(h ; his pious Friend Alvarez dy'd 
The Martyr of your Rage —dy'd for Aranes. 

Arv. Hold, hold, Ino where turn my Thoughts, but Guilt 
Glares horribly on all my Actions paſt, | e 
Melt, melt, ye frozen Veins, relent, and move 
With penitential Waters heavnly Mercy ; 

My Hours te come, like Roſes in th' Alembick, 
Shall waſte themſelves in Tears, and weep to Death. 
Here I reſign all Power and earthly Rule: 

The gaudy Tinſel of ill-taught Ambition, 

Firſt tempted me to leap at once the Pale 

Of all Laws Human and Divine, to reign, 

But here J lay it down——Take it, Araxes ; 

Thou may'ſt without a Crime enjoy my Throne, 
That was not the foul Purchaſe of my Guilt, 


 Alcho! the Means that fixt me here were bad. 


The Nation with one Voice proclaim'd me King, 
And made their Gift ſucceſſive— May you beth / 


| For ever reign with Peace in Madagaſcar. 


Aran. O, Sir | what Gratitude, what Duty now 
Muſt filial Piety for ever pay? 

Arv. I merit not your Thanks, weary of Rule, 
Before the Miracles of this bleſt Day 
Ripen'd to view, I had reſolv'd to quit 
Imperial Sway, and die a private Man, 
As I was born And well I hop'd in Britain, 
Such ſtrong Deſires moy*d me to taſte again 
The Sweets of native Air l thought with Gold, 
Gold, (the World's Miſtreſs) to attone my Crimes, 
And buy off with the Prize the Penalty. 
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| Strict Juſtice ſways alone. 

9 Arv. Ay, there the Goddeſs Themis rules in Perſon, 
1 She holds the equal Ballance of the Globe, 

[| And trembling Guilt dares not approach her Throne; 


1 The jarring World in Expectation ſtands, 

j And humbly waits her ſacred juſt Commands. 

9 Europa 3 knelt, and beg'd a Peace, 

1 She ſpoke, and ſtraight the fatal Thunders ceaſe; 
109 The Mighty felt in Camps her glorious Sword, 

uh ic And what they fear'd in War, in Peace ador'd, 

So when rough Winds in adverſe Diſcord jar, 

| All Nature feels her Elemental War 
4 The Woods, the Fields, the Herds, the ſwelling Waves, 
|! Share in the Civil Strife, their angry Maſter's Slaves; 
| | Till ſome bleſt Angel wings from Heav'n his Way, 
| 


if And with a Word recals the peaceful Day. * 5: 444 
| Reſtores to the wreck'd Orbs their equal Reign, | 
1 And gives the ſhaken Earth Saturnian Days again. [ Exennt, 


1 Bor. With what Contempt the Brittiſp Heroine view © © 
| That vaſt Temptation, Wealth; but in Britannia 
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af Spoke by Mr. NORRIS 


FA Entlemen of the Fury -T0u have heard 

bat has from all our Witneſſes appear d. 

Now give me Leave the Evidence to ſumm, 

And leave poor Bays from you to hear his Doom. 
The Poet lands indicted, for that he 

Gombin'd with a grand Theif, one Avery, 

Itlegally ſeducing Half a Crown 

From ev*ry Lover of a Play in Town ; 

7 hat he has neither brought you Plot nor Wit, 

int. | Nor ought that is diverting That you're bit. 

Now, Sirs, the Statute of the firſt of Phoebus 

Says Wit ſbou d not be cramm d in omnibus rebus. 

. Jo in the fourth of Horace, Let your Bull, 

Says that Wit-Lawyer, rage and beat his Cully; RE, 

Old Soldiers brag, Slaves lie, and Clowns be dull, 

| And each Man in his Character a Fool. 

— | The Ancients wou d have loo d with Scorn and Pity 

[pon a Wretch unſtaſonably witty, 

Welt,” if you find him then excus'd from Wit, 

Inquire if all be pertinently writ. 

That Serjeant Ariſtotle ſays is good, 

| Ad in tis fourth Reports 'tis ſo allow'd. 

. | And'ſath aforeſaid Horace more than once, 
Seribendi rectè ſapere eſt & principium & fons. 
Now, Gentlemen, he ſays in his Defence, 
He trauutd far, was at à large Expence, 2 
And for your Sterling Mony gave you Sterling Senſe. 
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